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PREFACE. 



In examining some old books belonging to St. 
Nicholas' Pro-Cathedral, Liverpool, the Editor 
found a small manuscript volume, without date 
or name of author, but called on the title-page 
Vox Fleths et Vox Clamoris^ in allusion to the 
words of the prophet Isaias (ch. Ixv. 19). A 
glance through a few pages showed him that 
he had lighted on a real treasure, both spiritual 
and literary. It was exquisitely written through- 
out, in handwriting of the seventeenth century. 
On the inside of the cover were the following 
words : 

* If you doe not like this book keepe it not 
as a compliment but send it bak a gaine, yet if 
it prooves pleasing or profitable to you t*will 
much increase the hap pines of 

* Your affectionat 

•Sister Cat: Hacon.* 

On the last leaf of the book were some Latin 
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aspirations, at the head of which was the in- 
scription, * Our deare holy Father ;* and these 
aspirations were followed on the verso side of 
the same leaf by others in a more ancient style 
of handwriting. These prayers seemed gathered 
from the writings of St. Augustine ; whence the 
Editor was led to conjecture (what has turned 
out to be the truth) that the volume had been 
transcribed by an Augustinian nun, and that 
the writing on the last page was probably that 
of the confessor or chaplain of the community, 
an old man who might probably be the author 
of the book. 

With this clue a zealous correspondent soon 
discovered that Catharine Hacon had indeed 
been an Augustinian nun in St. Monica's Priory, 
Louvain, in the seventeenth century, and that 
she had a married sister in England, for whom 
she had, in all likelihood, transcribed this 
volume. But the same researches brought to 
light, not only the author of the treatise, but 
some other manuscripts scarcely less valu- 
able. 

The author, then, of the Paraphrases and 
Meditations which are now, for the first time, 
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printed was the Rev. Richard White, more 
commonly known by the name of Johnson. 

The Editor has been able to gather the fol- 
lowing particulars of his hfe and writings : 

His own statement is : * I am crept into the 
world poor and ignoble, void of great parentage 
to provide me wealth, void of possessions or 
means whereby to live.' 

The Acts of the Visitation of the College of 
Douay in the year 1626 contain the following 
entry (in Latin) : * Richard Johnson being sick in 
the infirmary was the last examined. He stated 
that he had been a student here for more than 
three years, and that he is now twenty-two years 
old. He was bom in the diocese of Winchester, 
of Catholic parents, has received the four minor 
orders, and, having finished his course of philo- 
sophy, is now studying theology. He has also 
taught grammar for one year.* 

From the Douay Diaries it appears that he 
was ordained priest on the 23d February 1630, 
and that his true name was White. On enter- 
ing Douay he adopted the name of Johnson, 
and retained it for the rest of his life. On the 
23d May 1630 he was sent from Douay to 



via PREFACE. 

Lou vain, to assist the Rev. Stephen Barnes as 
confessor of the English nuns of St. Monica in 
that city. He retained this office to his death, 
in 1687, at the age of eighty-four.* 

Such is the outline of his simple and unevent- 
ful life. The monastery to which he was sent 
was that of the Canonesses of St. Augustine, a 
community still in existence, though their resi- 
dence since the French Revolution has been trans- 
ferred to England. In the reign of Elizabeth, 
and even earlier, several English ladies, desirous 
of the monastic life, which was denied theidKi 
England, had entered the Flemish monastery&f 
the Canotiesses of St. Augustine, of St. Ursula's 
in Louvain ; and, their numbers having much 
increased, it was proposed in 1609 that they 
should form a separate community ; and, with 
the full consent of their own superiors and of 
the Bishop, they were transferred to the monas- 
tery of St. Monica in the same city. Their first 
confessor was Mr. John Fen, who died in 161 5. 
He was succeeded by Mr. Stephen Barnes 

* I am indebted for these particulars to the kindness 
of the Rev. Father Knox, of the London Oratory, who 
is preparing the Douai Diaries for publication. 
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(1611-1653). It was to help Mr. Barnes that 
Mr. Johnson was sent in 1630 ; and after help- 
ing him for more than twenty years, he conti- 
nued the work alone as long as he was able, 
being assisted in it himself ten years before his 
death by Mr. George Lynde.* 

The Rev. Mother Prioress of St. Augustine's 
Priory, Newton Abbot, Devonshire, has very 
kindly furnished me with the following extract 
from their chronicles, which contains all that 
is now known of their holy confessor, Richard 
J dim son : 

* In the year of our Lord 1687, on the 12th 
of January, being the Sunday within the octave 
of the Epiphany, our rev. and most dear 
Father Richard White {alias Johnson) de- 
parted this life in the eighty-fourth year of his 
age and fifty-sixth of his priesthood, having 

* These details are from a paper in the Archcsologia^ 
vol. xxxvl., and are gathered from a report of the Abbd 
Mann to the Society of Antiquaries in 1797, and from 
the Cole Manuscript in the British Museum. A most 
interesting account of the foundation of St. Monica's 
will be found in the ' Life of Mother Margaret Clement, ' 
published by Rev. F. Morris, S.J., in the first series of 
The Troubles of our Catholic Forefathers. 
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been fifty-five years and six months confes- 
sarius of this monastery of St. Monica's in 
Louvain, twenty years socius to our Rev. 
Father Barnes, and thirty-six our reverend 
father. 

*A man extremely proper to govern and 
direct religious women, and most complete in 
all that could be wished for in one of his cha- 
racter — pious, wise, prudent, peaceful, learned, 
good-humoured, and, to add an exterior lustre 
to all these qualities, of a most graceful person 
and winning behaviour, so that every one who 
knew him admired how one who never had 
any other than Douay College breeding could 
carry himself to all degrees of persons in the 
most exact and polite way. 

* He was exceedingly beloved and valued, 
not only by us his children, but generally by 
all who had the happiness of his acquaintance. 
He was most regular in all his proceedings, 
and kept his flock in exact discipline, so that 
we could not commit the least irregularity 
without a check, if he knew of it. He spent 
his whole time in studying, writing, preaching, 
catechising, and instructing us, for which, in 
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his younger days, to gain time, he used not to 
come down to dinner unless on particular occa- 
sions, only eating a breakfast when we went to 
the refectory. 

* Some few years before his death he was 
disabled, by the palsy in his tongue, hands, and 
feet, from saying Mass or hearing confessions, 
but failed not in the least in his judgment, 
memory, and understanding. He used to beg 
of God, if it were His blessed will, to give him 
an easy death, and our Lord was pleased to 
hear his prayer ; for the night before the day 
aforesaid, one of our sisters having been with 
him, according to custom, before Matins, to 
give him some little refreshment, found him as 
well as usually, and so left him to repose again ; 
but coming at four o'clock in the morning 
found him in the same posture she had left 
him, sweetly sleeping in our Lord. He had 
received the Sacraments some while before, 
but was better and not thought in any present 
danger. His death would have been insup- 
portable to us, had not Almighty God weaned 
us by degrees, by the foregoing years of his 
infirmity. 
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* He was a most venerable and lovely corpse, 
looking as fresh and fair as when alive. We 
buried him (according to his desire) at the 
foot of the altar of our holy Father St. Austin, 
to whom he was entirely devoted, and in the 
study of whose works he placed his greatest 
satisfaction. 

* He left us in writing one hundred catecheti- 
cal discourses, that whosoever shall attentively 
read and practise the instructions there given 
can never be ignorant in faith nor deficient in 
virtue ; three hundred sermons on all sorts of 
subjects ; a treatise of fraternal charity, also 
one of humility, another of beatitude, of cordial 
prayer, of the Sacraments of Penance and 
Eucharist, on the Sequence of Pentecost ( Veni 
Sancte Spiritus), on the Pater Noster and Ave 
Maria, two books of meditations on all sub- 
jects, and a book of instructions for several 
occasions, — in all which he has left us a lively 
picture of himself, he ever practising exactly 
what he taught. Which gives us confident 
hopes that God has rewarded his labours and 
virtuous life with a great place in heaven, since 
we know who said : Quifecerit et docuerit hk 
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magnus vocahiiur in regno coslorum. But, 
human frailty being so apt to mix itself with 
our best actions, Requiescat in pace must still 
finish all' 

It seems that in the hasty flight from Lou- 
vain, at the invasion of the French in 1794, 
most of the above-mentioned writings of Father 
Johnson were left behind and have been lost. 
The nuns have, however, several copies of the 
paraphrase of the Veni Sancte Spiritus, 

It is also from their ms. that the Editor has 
been enabled to print the beautiful paraphrase 
of the Our Father and the Meditations on the 
Blessed Sacrament. Unfortunately the para- 
phrase of the Hail Mary seems to be lost. To 
prove, however, the tender devotion of the 
venerable priest to the Blessed Virgin, it has 
been thought well to print a series of aspira- 
tions which have been found in his own hand- 
writing, having been written by him in a ms. 
book of prayers used by one of the nuns. In 
the same book there are more than fifty pages 
of similar ejaculatory prayers addressed to the 
Three Divine Persons. 

The nuns also possess a very valuable trea- 
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tise on 'Cordial Prayer,' transcribed by the 
same hand that wrote the volume belonging to 
St. Nicholas, and from intrinsic evidence by 
the same author, though the title-page says * By 
F. G.* It is to be hoped that it may one day 
be given to the public. 

T. E. BRIDGETT, C.SS.R. 
St, Mary's, Clapham. 



THE AUTHOR'S 

EPISTLE DEDICATORY. 



To my Friends, 
My dearest Friends, — Finding myself older 
through the decay of nature than store of years, 
methinks I find the evening of my age draw 
on, and expect, ere long, when the sun of age 
will set. Many year.s I cannot live. Few, 
however, may take me hence. But which is 
that year designed — that fktal hour which must 
deprive me of my life, us of each other's pre- 
sence — none knows but He alone at whose dis- 
position all times and moments run. Yet this 
we know, that when we part it is the last fare- 
well, never to meet again till the new day of 
eternity appear. I find so much within me of 
a friendly heart, so much of loving tenderness 
and tender love for you, that I cannot die so 
wholly as not to leave part of myself behind to 
live with you. My body, you know, will rot as 
soon as dead, and therefore must suddenly be 
crowded in the earth, to hide its noisomeness 
from such as live. My soul, being subject to 
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the eternal law, will, as it leaves the body, shoot 
itself to its desired home of weal or woe ; how, 
then, can it st^y behind with you ? or what of 
me can remai|fi on earth when I am gone ? No- 
thing but my thoughts. 

Those thoughts I here bequeath you. They 
are the better thoughts of my retired hours, the 
children of my happy solitude, and the best 
image of myself which, with a hand so erring 
as is mine, and a light so darkened, I could 
draw. ~^ 

Some of the expressions may peradventure, 
to the more charitable ears, seem feigned ; but, 
believe me, they are no fictions, but real truths. 
My very thoughts — those thoughts which sit 
nearest my heart and are, in some sort, a por- 
tion of my soul — lie there as naked and as open 
as is my face, where you may see my inside ; 
where you may read, though wrapped in general 
terms, the volume of my soul's deformities ; in 
brief, where you may perceive more clearly, 
more truly, what I am, than my words or face 
ere spoke me. While you read these lines you 
will mix your thoughts with mine, you will make 
me live within you, though long dead ; and by 



EPISTLE DEDICATORY. XVll 

reviewing that in which I spent my hours when 
I was most myself you will renew the memory 
of your friend. 

Yet it is not at this mark alone at which I 
aim (though herewith I please myself) ; for 
although the picture I here have drawn repre- 
sents me so to life that it cannot be attributed 
to any else, yet, if my thoughts deceive me not, 
some lineaments or colours may here and there 
be found which shadow forth in part what some 
of you experience in yourselves. The reading 
this may at times prove useful to your souls, 
or at least, when by chance your mind seems 
darkened and your spirit dry, if better thoughts 
occur not, read these of mine ; and, peradven- 
ture, the same Spirit which inspired them me 
may raise some motions ill your souls like those 
I felt when they first passed through mine ; 
which, if He once vouchsafe, you will neither 
repent the reading nor grudge the time. Or if 
all find not good herein, yet some one may ; 
and it will be my happiness to profit any, who 
am a debtor unto all, and, above all, to you, my 
dearest friends. Farewell I 

Your friend and servant. 



THE SEQUENCE. 



Veni, Sancte Spiritus, 
£t emitte coelitus, 

Lucis Tuae radium. 
Veni, Pater paupenim, 
Veni, Dator munerum, 

Veni, Lumen cordium. 
Consolator optime, 
Dulcis Hospes iinimae, 

Duke Refrigerium, 
In labore Requies, 
In gestu Temperies, 

In fletu Solatium. 
O Lux beatissima 
Reple cordis intima 

Tuorum fidelium. 
Sine Tuo Numine 
Nihil est in homine, 

Nihil est innoxium. 
Lava quod est sordidum, 
Riga quod est aridum, 

Sana quod est saucium. 
Flecte quod est rigidum, 
Fove quod est frigidum, 

Rege quod est devium. 
Da Tuis fidelibus 
In Te confidentibus 

Sacrum Septennarium. 
Da virtutis meritum, 
Da salutis exitum, 

Da perenne gaudium. Amen. 



THE SAME ENGLISHED. 



Come, Holy Ghost, dart on a sinful wight 
One ray from heaven of Thy celestial light. 
Come, Father of the poor, relieve our smarts ; 
Come, bounteous Giver; come, O Light of hearts, 
Best Comforter in woe, the soul's sweet Guest, 
And sweet Refreshment in the greatest unrest. 
In labour Thou'rt Repose, a cooling Wind 
In heats, in tears best Solace of the mind. 
O blissful Light, come, fill the inmost parts, 
The secret'st entrails of all faithful hearts. 
Without Thy Deity nothing is or can 
Be found that's innocent and not ill in man. 
Cleanse what in him is sordid or impure. 
Moisten what is dry, and what is wounded cure ; 
What's stiff make pliable to all Thy ways. 
Cherish what's frozen, and direct what strays. 
Grant to believing souls, who in Thee place 
Their total trust, the sevenfold gifts of grace. 
Grant we may not a plenteous merit miss ; 
Grant us a biissful end and endless bliss. 

Amen. 
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The Holy Ghost. 

Fountain of Wisdom, God of Knowledge, great 
Master of humble hearts, to Thee this voice of 
mourning is addressed ; to Thee these silent cries 
present themselves as being by Thee suggested. 

Thou art the Ocean from whence all waters spring, 
to which they flow again. Accept of these few drops 
rained down by Thee, of these warm sighs, these 
thoughts w^hich Thou inspirest. Accept this widow's 
mite, the tribute of my vassalage, the acknowledg- 
ment of my soul's subjection unto Thee. 'Tis small, 
I must confess, yet the whole treasure of my poverty. 
'I'is all I have, though the least part of what I owe. 
Fain would I present Thee with as great fires as 
Thy great Saints have done ; fain would I make an 
offering of flames as great as are my debts, and, if it 
were possible, as infinite as are Thy deserts. But, 
alas, in lieu thereof, I can bring nothing but a few 
barren and ill-digested thoughts; nor may I hope for 
more unless Thou give it. Give me, then, I beseech 
Thee, somewhat fitting to present Thee with ; or 
else vouchsafe to accept what here I give, these 
icAYs, these sighs, these cries, and here withal this 
he ;rt, 

S)ro ^rnUast. 



PARAPHRASE 

OP THF, 

VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS, 



CHAPTER T. 

Vent, Sancte Spiritus. 
' Come, Holy Ghost.' 

I. Come, Holy Ghost, come to a soul which 
languishes, not in love, but misery, or rather, 
which languishes in the love of misery, in the 
love of creatures, in self-love. Thy absence is 
my misery. Thy presence my release. Come, 
Thou, release me, for Thou art alone able. Thou 
alone art He I call on and desire. The angels 
are holy spirits, so are the faithful souls deceased 
in grace ; but these I now call not on, they 
suffice me not. It is not any of that glorious 
choir of angels my soul sighs after, but it is 
Thou alone, who art the angels' glory ; it is not 
any of those saintly souls I desire to come, but 
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it is the Sanctifier of those souls. It is true they 
are holy, but not of themselves ; it is through 
participation of Thy holiness. Thou art holy 
essentially, to whom both Saints and Angels 
sing, SanctuSt sanctus, sancluSy — Holy, holy, 
holy, — for all eternity. 

II. Come, Holy Ghost, but come not sparingly ; 
come plentifully and in abundance unto me, 
because my misery is abundant. Come from 
the Bosom of God the Father, and be a Father 
to me in my miseries ; come from the Breast of 
God the Son, the world's Redeemer, and apply 
the price of His redemption to my soul. Come 
from Thy throne of glory, and give me grace 
which may bud forth and grow into an immense 
weight of glory in future bliss. Come in spiriiu 
vehemently — in a strong and mighty spirit, — ^as 
Thou descendedst on the Apostles in the feast of 
Pentecost, or Thou wilt not move my obdurate, 
my adamantine heart. Ill customs have hardened 
and sin hath killed my soul ; come, Thou, and 
mollify, come and quicken it. Come, Holy Spirit, 
from the four winds ; come, breathe upon this 
flame, and it will revive. Come from the east, and 
dry up those crude and peccant humours, those 
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waters which have entered into my soul ; come 
from the west, make fertile its barrenness with 
the dew of grace, that it may remain no longer 
sicut terra sine aqua Tibi, — * as earth without 
water to Thee* (Ps. cxlii. 6) ; come from the 
north, and cool that burning concupiscence of 
the flesh, that fomitem feccati, which, enkind- 
ling sin, raiseth a continual combat in me ; 
come from the south, and thaw my frozen heart, 
that I may feel the warmth and comfort of Thy 
heat, ut in fneditatione tnea exardescat ignis^ — 
' that in my meditation a fire may flame out' 
(Ps. xxxviii. 4). 

III. Come, Holy Ghost; come all in Are, 
that Thou mayest inflame me, that Thou mayest 
consume me wholly, for Thou art a consuming 
fire. Thou convertest into itself whatever ap- 
proaches it. Come, therefore, and convert me 
into Thyself, that I may be all on fire, all a 
flame of divine love, and that no thought may 
live within my hearrt but of the love of God, 
love of my neighbour ; that all I tend to may 
be love, and what concerns not love I may be 
a stranger to. 

IV. Come, Holy Ghost; come in tongues 
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unto me, but in fiery tongues ; touch mine so 
efficaciously that I may never more abuse it in 
vanity, in lying and detraction. Truth tells us, 
who ofTends not in his tongue is a perfect man. 
I am far from perfection, and therefore far 
from an innocent, far from an inoffending 
tongue. Come, therefore, purge my tongue 
from all that is amiss ; come, quicken it, that 
it may never cease to praise and glorify Thy 
name. Come and instruct it, that it may 
learn to teach Thy truth to others : ut vitam 
habeant, et abundantius habeant^ — *that they 
may have life, and have it more abundantly' 
(John X. lo). 

V. Come, Holy Ghost ; light on me like a 
dove, as on our Saviour in the river Jordan. 
Come, teach me innocency and true simplicity 
of heart, that I may be far from a double heart, 
and from its minister, a dissembling tongue. 
Take from me the gall of anger, malice, and 
revenge ; give me the mildness and mansuetude 
of a dove, that I may learn that wondrous but 
easy lesson of meekness and humility which 
our Saviour taught : easy to man, who is so 
abject by sin, and by nature so near to nothing ; 
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wondrous in our Saviour, who was splendor 
gloria^ etfigura substantia Dei, — 'the bright- 
ness of God's glory, and the figure of His sub- 
stance' (Heb. i. 3). Make me a lover of solitude, 
that I may delight to live in /oraminibus petra, 
in vtdturibus Christi, — *in the clefts of the 
rocks, in the wounds of Christ,' — there to lament 
and mourn the offences of my youth and innu- 
merable follies of my spring^ing years, that, 
sow^ing now in tears in this day of mourning, I 
may reap in joy and exultation in the day of 
eternity. Amen. Veni, Sancte Spirittts, 



CHAPTER II. 

Et emitte caslitus, 
Lucis Tua radium, 
' 5>end from heaven a ray of Thy light.* 

I. Come, Holy Ghost ; but come not empty- 
handed. Come, dart into my soul a ray of 
light ; send it me from heaven, or rather from the 
Heaven of heavens. Thyself, whose presence 
makes it heaven : though Thou shouldst send 
it by an angel's hand, it could not but be wel- 
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come, because Thine ; but if Thyself wouldst 
deign to dart it from Thyself, it would, like an 
arrow in -a powerful hand, strike deeper and 
melt me more. Send it with like violence upon 
me as Thou didst on the persecuting Saul, 
whom instantly it changed into a Paul, and 
made cry out, Domine^ quid me visfaceref — 
* Lord, what wilt Thou have me do ?' Send it 
with such sweetness as it touched St. Peter 
upon Mount Thabor from the heaven of his 
Master's face, that I may with him express 
my joy and say, Domine^ bonum est nos hie 
esse; or dart it with that fervour as on Mount 
Sinai, when Thou gavest the law, that my flesh 
being pierced through with fear I may tremble 
at the thought of evil, and never assume the 
boldness to offend Thee more. I here lie 
crouching in tenebris et in umbra mortis^ — 
possessed with melancholy, clothed with misery, 
and compassed about with darkness; nothing 
can ease me, nothing can comfort or enlighten 
me but Thy light. None can give it but Thy- 
self, and till Thou sendest it I will never cease 
to cry and call upon Thee, Emitte coslitus^ 
lucis Tuce radium. 
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II. I know who said, ££^o sum lux mundij 
He was the world's light, and those that follow 
Him cannot walk in darkness. I am in and 
of the world, yet not illuminated ; I walk in 
darkness and enjoy not the light of life, because 
I follow not the light ; I follow sense and sen- 
suality and a multitude of unruly passions, 
which hale me into darkness from the light. 
He is that light which illuminateth every man 
coming into this world ; and I know the glo- 
rious Sun of Justice is subject to no eclipse. 
Others enjoy the comfort of this light, and I 
alone lie shadowed with the cloud of sin and 
ignorance, and — that which yet surmounts the 
height of misery — this darkness will never leave 
me, unless Thou pleasest from heaven to dissi- 
pate it with a ray of light. Say to my soul. 
Surge illuminaret — 'Arise, be enlightened' (Isa^. 
Ix. i), — that like the morning I may rise from 
out the gloomy night I have thus long slum- 
bered in ; give me the hopeful dawning of a 
joyful day, et emitte coslitus^ lucis Tuce radium, 

III. It is not the light I beg, which Thou 
makest to arise on good and evil ; for that as 
the night takes from us so the morning restores 
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again. Nor is it such natural light I will as 
to leave my works and memory an admiration 
to future ages ; for there were many such 
whose sun is set in an eternal night, the glory 
of whose name on earth cannot redeem them 
from the least of their immense torments. Nor 
do I beg the light of prophecy, to which all 
things that run in the course of time are pre- 
sent ; for this, though a character of Thy 
divinity, and a type of Thy boundless wisdom, 
hath been by Balaam, Caiaphas, and others 
oft abused. The light of faith Thy goodness 
hath already pleased to impart ; the light of 
glory I am not yet ready for, till my soul be 
divested of this flesh. None, therefore, of 
these I now desire ; all these are known by other 
and peculiar names. I only long for that which 
l^nows no other title but that 'tis Thine. The 
others I know are Thine by creation, by do- 
minion, and the like ; but this alone is Thine 
by a prerogative which excels them all : to this 
my sighs, to this my clamours tend, when I 
repeat so often, Emiite cosliius^ lucis Tua ra- 
dium, 

IV. Thy dwelling is in the midst of an inac- 
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cessible light which no created eye can pierce. 
If Thou shouldst dart a flash of that upon me, 
its glory would overwhelm me, and weak mor- 
tality would be dissolved to nothing. Nor am 
I capable to receive great store of light ; for if 
Thou sendest so plentiful a beam as many of 
Thy Saints have felt, it doubtless would strike 
me blind, I not being of an eagle kind, able to 
gaze on the Sun of Glory, but like a night-bird 
cannot bear much light. Cast, then, a single 
ray thereof into my soul, for the least Thou 
givest is as much as I can bear. Come, make 
me a child of light and of the day, — Domine, 
ut videam, — that I may see Thee and see my- 
self, that I may know Thee and know myself. 
If I know Thee I cannot choose but love Thee ; 
if I love Thee I cannot but do Thy will, for 
love is all activity, all fire, which can never be 
idle. If I know myself I cannot swell with 
pride, or disdain to be contaminated, seeing all 
I can deserve is hell. Purge, therefore, my 
sight, which now is so defective ; give me Thy 
light, that I may see the good of others' actions, 
the evil of my own. Let me look with charity 
on others, with humility on myself, so to excuse 
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their doings and accuse my own, that humility 
may raise me from this banishment, and charity 
may crown me in my home. Amen. Ei emitte 
cosliiust lucis Tucb radium. 



CHAPTER III. 

Vent, Pater pauperum, 
* Come, Father of the poor.' 

I. Come, Father of the poor; come, relieve and 
comfort me, for I am both poor and fatherless. 
In poverty and nakedness began the scene of 
my mortality, and in the same 'twill end. The 
interim is a course of beggary, where I must 
live, beholden to beasts for food and clothing. 
My mind is either wholly empty or, which is 
worse, filled with the shadows of worthless 
trifles, the vain objects of the vainer world, 
which by the wisest man was styled Vamtas 
vanitatum. The best portion of myself, my soul, 
is clothed in a few unseemly rags, through which 
the nakedness and shame of its defects appear, 
in which it wanders up and down amongst 
creatures to beg such scraps of comfort as they 
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let fall ; but experience tells me I beg at misers' 
doors, where rebukes are given for alms, so that 
I pine for want, and needs must perish if Thou 
come not to my relief, which makes me reiterate 
my petition and cry again, Vem\ Pater pauperum, 

II. Thou art Father of the poor, and there- 
fore of me, who am the poorest poor and in 
want of all things, except misery and want. I 
am poor Lazarus, which here lies prostrate at 
the rich man's gate, begging the crumbs which 
fall from Thy table. Come, and give them me. 
I am the Canaanean woman, which importunely 
cries after Thee through the streets to relieve 
my dying soul, the only daughter of my widow- 
hood. O, turn and comfort me.. I am the pro- 
digal son, who have consumed my substance 
among vanities, the world's harlots ; and now, 
brought to extremest want, I forsake my swinish 
food, and fly to Thee for the bread of life. O, 
reject me not, but show the bowels of a father's 
mercy ; rec^e me, and supply my wants. 
Veni^ Pater pauperunu 

III. The poverty under which I groan is be- 
come so great that if Thou refusest to help I 
shall be desperate, for I am poor in spirit ; not 
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SO as meriteth the first Beatitude (for that were 
happiness), but as wanting all those graces 
which enrich the soul. Come, open Thy trea- 
sures unto me. I am poor in merits, and know- 
ing my deserts to be overpoised by vice ; but 
have mercy on me, and I shall be safe. Et 
spiriiu principcUi conjirma me^ — 'Strengthen 
me with a perfect spirit.' I am poor in friends, 
deprived of parents, forsaken of kindred, left by 
all, — sed orphano Tu erisadjutor; in a word, I 
am so full of poverty, so desolate and over- 
whelmed with miseries, that I am become the 
reproach of men and outcast of the people, and 
have none to fly to, none who will be a father 
to 'me, but Thyself, which forceth me thus often 
to repeat and importunely to beg. Vent, Pa^er 
pauperum, 

IV. Those who are rich and noble have other 
fathers, who take care of them, and provide them 
an ample inheritance to enjoy ; but I am crept 
into the world poor and ignoble, %oid of great 
parentage to provide me wealth, void of posses- 
sions or means whereby to live, and therefore 
can rely on none but on Thy bounteous good- 
ness, who art suscitmis a terra inopem^ et de 
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stercore erigcns pauperem. Thee, therefore, I 
implore, and from the entrails of my soul beg 
Thee to come and be a Father to me in this 
distress and poverty. Wert Thou only the 
King, the Lord and Master of the poor, wert 
Thou only a friend and reliever of their wants, 
courage would fail me ; I should not dare thus 
boldly to importune Thee, well knowing the 
greatness of my poverty and the infinite number 
of my misdeservings. But when I call to mind 
that Thou art Pater pauperum, — the Father of 
the poor, — that very name puts life into my heart, 
revives my courage, and renews those petitioning 
groans my fainting soul breathed forth, because 
I know how truly a father's love makes his 
child's misery his own, and is more forward to 
relieve his children's wants than those himself 
should suffer. This is the reason why I thus 
boldly beg, and without cessation again repeat 
my humble suit, still crying out unto Thee, Vem\ 
Pater pauperum. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Vent, Dator munerum, 
' Come, Giver of gifts.* 

I. My poverty is so great, and the necessities 
I sufTer so extreme, that none are willing, none 
able to relieve me, but Thou alone, who art the 
bounteous Giver of all graces and liberal Be- 
stower of all that is good. Out of that plenteous 
treasure descends on men opnne datum optimum 
et omnt donum per/ectum, — * every best gift and 
every perfect gift* (James i, 1 7). I know great 
potentates of the earth can, and often do, make 
happy their petitioners with the bounty of their 
royal hand ; I know whole nations sometimes 
conspire to empty their own coffers for the aug- 
mentation of their prince's treasure : but what 
can such gifts as these avail me ? how can they 
redress my wants, seeing all the admired riches 
this world can yield are so far from diminishing 
that they increase my needs ? My poverty is a 
depth unsounded, a bottomless abyss of wants, 
towards the replenishingwhereof the inestimable 
cabinets of princes, the wealth of kingdoms, and 
the whole world's treasure is no more than no- 
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thingr The beggary under which I groan is 
wholly unspeakable, -the petitions I present are 
boundless ; and were not Thy goodness and Thy 
bounty infinite, it were despair to find the one, 
and worse than folly to present the other. But 
Thy mercies are so endless and Thy wealth so 
great that hope surmounts despair, and bids 
me with an humble confidence present this great 
request, V(fm\ Dator munerum, 

II. Some there are found who petition Thee 

for wealth, others for place of dignity and honour ; 

one begs for knowledge, another sighs for 

wealth; these sue for a long and prosperous 

life, and those for children to eternise their 

names and family : and these are Thy gifts, all 

great and gracious gifts, which Thou hast either 

given me, or a mind content to want them, 

which is the greater benefit. Yet rest my wants 

unsatisfied, et sicut onus grave gtavata sunt 

super tne, — *as a heavy burden are become 

heavy upon me* (Ps. xxxvii. 5) ; and my penury 

remains so great that it enforces me, as hunger 

does the ravenous wolf, to yell and cry out unto 

Thee, as before, Venif Dator munerum, 

III. ComC) bounteous Bestower of great and 
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noble gifts ; shower down Thy graces on my 
empty soul. Give me a steadfast and a living 
faith, by which, as in a mirror, I may see — see 
and with reverence incline my reason to Thy 
revealed truths, see and admire the glorious 
attributes of Thy divinity. Give me an undaunted 
and a rising hope, wherewith, maugre the force 
of my conjured foes, and all that terror which 
a conscience affrighted with an ocean of sins 
and vices can hale on me, I may take fast hold 
on Thy constant goodness, and there cleave im- 
movably, donee benedixeris mihi, until Thou 
bless me with a joyful Vent in the day of doom, 
which will transform my hope into a security 
of bliss» Give me an ardent universal charity, 
through which I may pour forth my soul, by a 
thousand rhapsodies of love, into the boundless 
sea of Thy divinity, and, ardently loving Thee 
only for Thyself, may embrace all creatures 
with the arms of charity for Thy sake. Give 
me a contrite heart, deep sorrow and perfect 
remission of my sins, those enormous innumer- 
able sins with which my life did ever and still 
doth swarm ; which, unless Thou graciously 
look down upon me, will sink me into the depth 
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of eternal misery. Here would 1 stop the course 
of my requests, well knowing how far the great- 
ness and number of my petitions exceed the 
bounds of modesty, and entrench upon the faci- 
lity of Thy goodness ; but yet the endless mul- 
titude of Thy mercies gives me countenance, 
and the title Thou bearest oi Pater pauperum 
bids me take courage to speak all my thoughts. 
IV. Wherefore quia semelcoepi, loquarad Do- 
viimini meuffif — having once begun, I will again 
speak and beg. Give me, then, that powerful 
and preventing grace which converts the stony 
hearts of mortals into flesh, and the fleshy into 
fire, therewith to free my captive soul from the 
thraldom of concupiscence, and restore it to the 
holy liberty of Saints ; that by its delightful and 
attractive force I may be drawn powerfully and 
sweetly on, till it makes me run in the odour of 
those ointments, which none can know but 
such as taste that grace. Finally, in all these 
give me a constant perseverance to the last, 
that in the exit of my life I may be found 
clothed in the wedding garment which Christ 
was pleased to purchase for me on the Cross ; 
for only such as persevere to the end shall 
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enjoy that bliss which is without all end. Veni^ 
Dator munemm, 

V. Come, bounteous Bestower of all great 
gifts ; come, give me all which Thou knowest 
needful, and more than I dare ask. All other 
givers cast one eye on their proper interest when 
they give, and thereby rather seem to sell than 
give ; Thy gifts are pure, and as free from all 
such interest as Thyself from want : come, 
therefore, give me freely my necessities. Others 
give sparingly, and proportion their bounty to 
their store ; Thy gifts, though never so ample, 
exhaust not, nor impair Thy treasures, which 
still are infinitely infinite : come, therefore, 
give largely and furnish all my wants, fill the 
utmost extent of my desires. Thy gifts forego 
deserts and better the receiver ; they are with- 
out repentance or reproach. Come, then, be- 
stow Thy bounties with an open hand, that I 
may be by them made worthy to give Thee 
thanks, and chant an everlasting catalogue of 
Thy praises among the choirs of Saints and 
Angels while eternity endures. Amen, Veni^ 
Dator inunernm. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Veni, Lumen cordium, 
* Come, Light of hearts.' 

I. Come, Light of hearts ; come, hear those 
cries which from the depth of darkness a 
blinded heart groans forth. O, hear, O, pity 
me. I know I am that caitiff which hath 
sinned and heaped up sin on sin till I have 
raised a mountain of offences between my God 
and me, — hnquiiates mece supergresscBsunt caput 
meum, I sinned in Adam when he ate the 
fbrbidden tree, and therefore justly am con- 
ceived and born in sin ; since that, having 
time allowed me, how evilly have I used it, or 
how have I not abused it to offend Thee! Sin 
hath begot ill customs, custom necessity, ne- 
cessity hath hardened, and hardness blinds 
my heart ; thus have I thrown myself into a 
pit of darkness, from whence no power alonp 
but Thine can free me, which makes me cry sp 
boldly, Veni^ Lumen cordium, 

II. The day oftny felicity is past ; my sun is 
set, and night is fallen upon me-^a night of 
Egyptian darkness, in which no glimpse of 
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light appears — which expects no morn but this 
temporal darkness will be succeeded by an 
eternal, unless Thy mercy please to disperse 
the former and prevent the latter, — unless the 
day of grace appear unto my soul, et lucifer 
orieturln cprde meo. That weak glimpse of light 
which the sin of our first parent left me my 
actual sips have darkened and inveterate cus- 
toms quite extinguished, and with it all hope 
but in Thyself, who art illuminatio mea ei salus 
fftea^ — * my light and my salvation* (Ps. xxvi. i). 
Come, then, and illuminate me ; come and 
save me, for Thy illuminations begin on earth, 
Thy salvation consummates eternally in heaven. 
Vemt Lumen corditim. 

J II. Had I been born blind in body, or by 
some accident lost that sight, I might have 
hoped for cure at some miraculous monument 
of Thy Saints, and perhaps obtained it, or at 
least a will to be content to want it ; but mine 
is ^ more secret and a deeper blindness — blind- 
ness of heart ; one of those mortal wounds 
inflicted on my soul by sin, which naught but 
madness and obduracy can be content to find, 
no power of working miracles can cure but the 
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miracle of that charity gucs diffusa est in cordi- 
bus nostriSf — * which is poured forth in our 
hearts* (Rom. v. 5), — which Thou alone canst 
instil, Thou alone canst spread within our 
hearts. Come, then, Light of mine eyes ; come, 
illuminate vay darkness ; give me eyes to see, 
but let them be oculi columbarum^ — * the eyes 
of doves,* — eyes of simplicity, the interior eyes 
of heart, wherewith I may be able to know 
truth and justice, to discern evil from good and 
good from evil ; come, rend asunder that veil 
of darkness which obscures my heart, that it 
may lie open to receive the Sun of Justice. Veni^ 
Lumen cordium, 

IV. Come, Light of hearts ; come, try me to 
the quick, and search Jerusalem with a light ; 
for my heart is pravum et inscrutabiie, and 
methinks I feel that Vcb lie heavy on me which 
the prophet Isaias thundered forth against 
those who are of a deep and hidden heart, — Vce 
qui profundi est is corde. The depth I find mine 
in is nothing else but an abyss of darkness, 
which locks my soul fast prisoner in a dungeon 
of perpetual night. Come, then, O Light of 
hearts; shine strongly on me, and this darkness 



4a PARAPHRASE OF THE 

will be dispersed, this night will change into 
a glorious day. It was the filth of sin which 
first obscured my heart and robbed me of my 
sight, and that obscurity hath much increased 
the filth. Thou, which art Lux lucis et Fons 
Ittminis, come, cleanse it, that I may see again 
— that I may see my God, who can be seen by 
none but the clean of heart. Veni, Lumen 
cordium, 

V. Come, Light of hearts, for Thou art 
Claritas Dei^ the brightness of Almighty God, 
which sufferest no eclipse ; in compare with 
Thee the sun and moon are dusky clouds, and 
all other lights mere darkness. Thou art a 
quickening light, the light of life, in whom the 
dead live gloriously for ever, and without whom 
those who seem to be alive are dead. Behold 
I have long been dead : not four days only 
with Lazarus, nor four, but forty years ; what 
wonder, then, if the stink of my rottenness 
ascend and highly oflfend Thy Majesty ? Yet be 
not, I beseech Thee, offended to disdain but to 
compassion ; come and quicken me, come and 
give me life. Call me out from the darkness of 
my grave with those life-restoring words, Lazqre, 
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vent foras, — 'Lazarus, come forth;' call me 
so powerfully, and I shall come ; enlighten me 
so clearly, and I shall see. Venit Lumen cordium. 
VL When the Head of Thy Church, St. 
Peter, lay doubly bound with fetters and with 
sleep — imprisoned both within walls and between 
two soldiers — an angel accompanied with a 
heavenly light raised him from his sleep, shaked 
off his chains, and enlarged him from the 
durance he was in. Lo, here my heart, a second 
Peter in offending only, not in repenting tears ! 
Lo, here a sinful, a denying Peter, bound hand 
and foot with adamantine chains of an obdurate 
will, seized by a deadly sleep of sloth, between 
ignorance and concupiscence — two ministers of 
justice — and withal fast locked within the 
prison of necessity, whence no created power 
can give release I Come, O, come, blessed 
Light of hearts ; send not an angel, but come 
Thyself ; come and release me from this cap- 
tivity ; say to my heart, Surge qui dermis! 
Awake me from this" deadly sleeg, or rather 
raise me from this sleeping death ; shake off 
my bands and free me from the dungeon I am 
imprisoned in. Veni^ Lumen cordium. 
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VII. Thou art an unchangeable, a never- 
waning Light ; Thou art Lumen de luf9iine, a 
Light proceeding from God the Father. Come, 
cleanse me from my darkened and my hidden 
sins, and with a flame of charity consume the 
manifold offences and wipe away all memory of 
my Ignorance. Deus cordis met, come and illu- 
minate my heart, that I may see the number 
and heinousness of my sins as they appear to 
Thee, and, seeing them, lament them with a 
flood of tears as great as they deserve. Come 
and enlighten the secretest corners of my soul, 
that I may clearly see the divine justice, the 
uncreated truths ; inflame me with the love 
thereof, that nothing may entice or fright me 
from embracing them, and then place Thyself 
as a sevenfold seal upon my heart, which none 
may open but the Lamb, after this night of 
darkness is passed over and the happy morning 
of eternity appears. Vent, Lumen cordium. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Consolator optimc, 
' Best Comforter.* 

I. Best Comforter, look with the eyes of pity 
on me, for I am too comfortless, and Thou art 
Deus totius consotationis^ — 'the God of all com- 
fort.' Grief, fear, sadness, and others of that 
crew have conspired to make a hell within my 
breast, and without cessation torture my un- 
quiet soul so direfully, that I am forced to cry 
to Thee to be my Comforter. If I look back 
upon my actions past, I see whole armies of 
enormous crimes rise up in hideous shapes to 
aflfright my soul, which call upon me to despair 
and die. If I turn my eyes unto the present 
times I perceive so many impossibilities of 
avoiding evil and embracing good, that I can 
resolve on nothing, but only to lie down and 
howl through the anguish of an afflicted mind. 
If I look forward towards my end, and rumi- 
nate on the four last things which so deeply 
concern my soul, O, how that horror strikes me 
into amazement till I lose myself I If I raise 
my thoughts towards heaven, I cannot but 
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with trembling soul dread that infinite Majesty, 
whose goodness hath been so deeply by me 
offended and patience so oft abused. If I look 
round about me I see myself encircled with 
legions of enemies, every creature being armed 
by the God of hosts to take revenge upon His 
enemies, and consequently upon roe, plunged 
in the depths of this distress, and thus sur- 
rounded with despair. There is none willing, 
none able to afford me comfort but Thyself, 
O CoHsolator op it me, 

II. When, frighted from all without me, 1 
convert my thoughts into myself for ease, I 
tlnd there greater cause of sadness than with- 
out ; for there I find a blinded understanding 
and an obdurate will, both the punishment and 
cause of sin; I find an army of unruly passions, 
which like as many whirlwinds hurry my dis- 
tracted mind from place to place without rest 
or hope of ease. I find a multitude of perverse 
inclinations and mastering customs, haling my 
captive will to consent tu what they please ; 
and, which is worse than all these, I experience 
the racking throes of a tormenting conscience, 
which never dies nor sleeps, — angustice mihi 
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sunt undique, — and whither can I cast my 
eyes for help but unto Thee, my best, my only 
Comforter? Thou art the only solace of my 
life, my only refuge in affliction ; without Thee 
my life consumes in grief, grief follows close on 
grief, and sadness upon sadness ; without Thee 
my hours are full of horror, my thoughts are 
fears, and my discourses nothing but despair. 
Wherefore, blest and best Comforter, leave me 
not, but comei come and speak unto me with 
the prophet Isaias, ConsolamiHi, consolamini^ 
papule meuSf — * Be comforted, be comforted, my 
people' (Is. xl. i) : but speak it loud, that I may 
hear Thy voice, for my soul lies buried in a 
depth of flesh, which makes a vast chaos be- 
twixt Thee and me ; speak loud and sweetly, 
that I may hear and taste the comfort Thou 
dost bring, the best of comforts, which is Thy- 
self, O Consolaior optime. 

III. When Jacob had lost his Joseph, David 
his Absalom, and Tobias's mother her son, they 
could receive, they were capable of no comfort 
in regard of the greatness of their loss. Mine 
is without measure greater, for I have lost by 
sin that innocency wherewith in the Sacrament 
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of Baptism Thou didst clothe me ; I have sold 
with Esau my heavenly inheritance, and am 
thereby deprived of my Father's blessing. I 
have with the angel of Ephesus relinquished 
my first charity ; I have lost Thy favour, and 
therein my soul, my God and all : how, then, 
can I admit of any comfort? How can I 
choose but be absorbed in grief, and express the 
anguish of my heart, which cries until Thou 
return again unto me, who art mcereniium 
Consolator f Come, then, and comfort me, for 
till Thy joys appear I can admit of none, Thou 
being the best of comforters. I must with 
shame acknowledge that I have long and often 
sought comfort among creatures ; I have sought 
for solace among the lusts and sensual plea- 
sures of this life ; quasivi et non inveni^ — * I 
have sought, but have not found ;' for the sun 
of pleasure sets in bitterness and the stings of 
a tormented conscience* I have flattered my 
credulous soul with the seeming comforts which 
honour and the vain esteem of men, sed noluit 
cohsolarif quia non sunt, — * she would not be 
comforted, because they are not;' for those 
comforts are but bubbles^ shadows^ and dreams. 
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which, while we seem to grasp, pass insensibly 
like the air, and change into neglect; I have 
tried what comfort knowledge yields, pried into 
Nature's secrets, studied the sciences, and beg- 
ged books to be my comforters. But renuit 
consolari anima men, — * my soul refused to be 
comforted ;* for though they bewitch my fancy 
for a time, yet all the knowledge which I gain 
proves folly, and falls much short of satisfying 
my desires. My real and cordial friends (which 
are but few) endeavour by faring them to raise 
my grief; but the issue makes me reply to them 
with Job, Consolatores onerosi oinnes vos estis, 
— *You are all troublesome comforters* (Job 
Kvi. 2). Their love is grateful, but their power is 
weak ; but, alas, my wound sits deeper than 
they can reach, and with too much handling it 
festers more. See, then, best Comforter, what 
thoughts I am driven to ; there is none to fly to, 
none to rely on, but Thyself. Quando consola- 
berisinef 

IV. Like Noah, in this ark of flesh I float in 
these waters of tribulation, which for revenge of 
sin have drowned the world. Tu Consolator op- 
iime, come like a dove to me, with an olive- 

D 
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branch, the emblem of peace and mercy, that I 
may feel the comfort of my delivery, or else, 
because oleum effusum nomen Tuum, — 'Thy 
name is as oil poured out,* — sink gently and 
deeply into my heart like oil, spread and dilate 
Thy love (Thyself, for Thou art love) through 
all my soul, thereby to supple and mollify its 
hardness. Best Comforter, come ; give me the 
comfort of Thy light to disperse the darkness 
of my mind ; give me the comfort of Thy heat 
to thaw the icy coldness of my will ; change 
the bread of tribulation on which I feed into 
the bread of life. Arise', like the morning star, 
upon my soul, and chase away the night of 
melancholy which lies so heavy on me. Redde 
tnihi IcBiitiam salutaris Tui^ — * Restore unto me 
the joy of Thy salvation* (Ps. 1. 14), — that I may 
not sink into the depths of sadness, and from 
sadness to despair, but may taste so much of 
Thy comforts as may refresh me in this pil- 
grimage, till I arrive at my eternal home, where 
I shall drink my fill of joys, without mixture of 
discontent, for all eternity. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

Dulcis Hospes anhfuc, 
* Sweet Guest of the soul,' 

I, Sweet Guest of the soul, come, take Thy 
lodging here in mine ; pass not my door, but 
knock, knock loud and strongly, knock and call 
till I open and let Thee in. Or, if a lethargy hath 
so possessed me that I cannot hear Thy call, or 
hearing, will not rise to entertain Thee, enter 
Thyself, for Thou hast the key of David : Qui 
opens, et nemo claudit, — * Who openest, and no 
man shutteth' (Apoc. iii. 7). Or if such gentle 
usage seem too good, break open the doors, 
rush like a whirlwind or an earthquake on me, 
to fright away the deadly sleep I snore in ; and 
if suddenness chance to start me from myself, 
no matter. Thou art Ht qui deducts adin/eros 
et reduciSt — ' who bringest down to hell and 
bringest back again' (i Kings ii. 6). I know, 
sweet Guest, the lodgings of my soul are too, 
too narrow to give Thee entertainment, who fillest 
both heaven and earth ; but yet I know Thy 
entrance, who art like a melting fire, will soon 
dilate my heart and make its room as spacious 
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as Thou pleasest. Come, then, and fit my 
lodgings for Thyself; enlarge the capacity of 
my soul, so far as it may in the bowels of charity 
entertain all rational creatures for Thy sake and 
for Thy own self, who art the Sanctifier of all, 
dulcis Hospes animce, 

II. Come, stay with me this night, this dark 
and tedious night of my loathed life, and it will 
prove illuminatio mea in deliciis meis. Reject 
not, I beseech Thee, the poverty of my homely 
inn, in which no furniture of merits or orna- 
ments of virtue can be found, much less such 
glorious robes as are befitting a Majesty Divine ; 
but rather be pleased to turn my cottage into a 
palace, or my poverty into wealth. Thou being 
the Lord, qui pauperum foci s et ditas, — 'who 
makest poor and makest rich* (i Kings ii. 7). 
I am not ignorant how Thou art emblemed by 
a dove, like whom Thou art in love with clean 
and spotless dwellings, but loathest the un- 
savoury and foul ; yet my desire of having so 
sweet a Guest emboldens me to invite Thee to 
my breast, though too noisome and unclean, 
that Thou mayest bring with Thee what Thou 
lovest and give what Thou desirest. Cleanse 
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my polluted heart with the waters Thy prophet 
long since foretold ; or rather, if Thou please^ 
cor nmndum crea in nu, Deus, — * create a 
clean heart within me/ — ^which maybe fit to 
receive so noble and so gpreat a Guest. 

111. 1 have at times, unhappily^ made trial 
of all those guests whose company is the world's 
felicity — the bewitching pleasures of this life. 
1 gave them oft a willing and a hearty welcome, 
but found at length their conversation bitter 
and their presence irksome to my soul, which 
can reap no true content from any but Thyself, 
whose company alone is void of all distaste, who 
only art dulcis Hospes animce. Thou only art 
sweet without disgust. Thou art all sweet 
sweetness itself. Yet, though I dislike these 
guests, and take liking to Thee alone, my misery 
is so great that all the lodgings of my heart are 
already taken up ; they are filled with riotous 
companions, with the sons of night and dark- 
ness — whole troops of unruly passions, bad 
customs, and worse desires, which most uncivilly 
revel in my soul. These are the wonted guests 
which daily haunt me, and for many years have 
made my house their home. These are the 
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guests which, though I am so miserable to bid 
welcome and embrace, yet I still feel something 
within me which dislikes their rude behaviour, 
distastes their company. Come, then, and free 
me from these debauched companions, deliver 
me from this licentious rout, a negoiio peram- 
bulanti in tenebris; for at Thy entrance they 
will vanish, or stoop in servile wise to Thy 
commands. I now desire to rid my soul of all, 
and give the whole possession unto Thee, who 
art dulcis Hospes anima, 

IV. I know Thou wilt not look for costly 
banquets or royal feasts from me, knowing my 
poverty, which is forced with tears to beg my 
daily bread ; nor standest Thou in need of any 
food from me, but I from Thee ; and therefore 
I invite Thee to be my guest, to feed me, to 
feed me with Thyself, who art those celestial 
dainties on which the angels feed eternally with 
such delight. Thou art the Living Bread, of 
which who eat shall live ; those who eat not 
must die, and die for ever. Thou art the Living 
Water, who becomest to those that drink Thee 
fons aqucB salientis in viiam (sierfiam, — * a foun- 
tain of water springing up into life everlasting' 
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(John iv. 14). Thou art in the book of truth 
commended to be super, fnel dulcis, — • sweet 
above honey,' — and Thy inheritance super mel 
etfavum, — 'above honey and the honeycomb.* 
This sweetness exceeds so far the ability of 
words to utter, that it made the kingly prophet, with 
wonder^ to exclaim, Quant magna multitudo 
dulcedinis tuce Domine, — *How great is the mul- 
titude of Thy sweetness, O Lord' (Ps. xxx. 20). 
Come, thou sweet Guest ; come, feed me with 
these dainties, make here Thy mansion, be my 
perpetual and my only guest, that I may be re- 
plenished with the blessings of Thy sweetness. 
V. Abraham and Lot, by entertaining angels 
as their guests, received with them a multitude 
of blessings. Thou art infinitely more than 
angels ; Thou art He /;/ guejn desiderant angeli 
prospicere, — • on whom the angels desire to look' 
( I Peter i. 1 2 ) . Rahab, the young courtesan, gave 
entertainment to Josue's spies, whereby she saved 
herself, and had the blessing to be a mother in 
the happiest race that ever was. Eli as became 
the guest of the Sareptan widow, and Eliseus of 
the barren Sunamite ; in recompense whereof 
the one was delivered from her barrenness, the 
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Other from the devouring famine ; both had 
their deceased children restored to life. These 
were great prophets, yet Thy servants. Thou 
art the Master of these prophets, and therefore 
Thy blessings will exceed all theirs as far as 
Thou dost them. Come, then, sweet Guest of the 
soul ; come, lodge with me, make me the temple 
in which Thou wilt be honoured, make me the 
temple where Thou wilt reign and give com- 
mand, make me Thy mansion where Thou wilt 
please to take repose and dwell in scecula 
saculorum. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Dulce Refrigerium, 
' Sweet Refreshment.' 

I. Come, sweet Refreshment, for I faint, I die, 
my vital spirits waste away like smoke, my 
heart in languishing sort consumes, and my very 
soul with anguish seems to pine. Defecit caro 
inea el cor vteum, and none hath power or skill 
to give me the least relief but Thyself alone. 
Come, then, refresh me, fall gently, sweetly on 
my soul like dew ; for Thou art that heavenly 
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dew which gives refreshment to all in heaven 
and on earth. Thou recreatest the tired, Thou 
exhilaratest the sad, Thou enlightenest the 
darkened ; ros lucis, ros Thus, — Thy dew is a 
dew of light. That mysterious and heavy 
curse of David against the hills of Gilboa is 
fallen on me ; Elias his threatening prophecy 
against the house of Israel is in me fulfilled ; 
for neither the dew nor rain of grace falls on 
my withered soul. I sit, like Gideon's fleece 
the second night, forlorn and dry, when all the 
world about me is refreshed and moistened by 
Thy dew. Anima tnea sicut terra sine aqua 
Tibif — * My soul is as a land without water to 
Thee ;* it thirsts, it longs for some refreshment, 
but can find none until Thou come to it, who 
only art its dulce Refrigerium, 

II. I have called and cried unto Thee till 
my throat grows hoarse, till my lungs be faint, 
and my tongue, for want of moisture, cleaves 
unto my mouth ; but finding the heavens brass 
and Thy ears averted from my cry, I turn my- 
self to such created objects as deluded world- 
lings deem felicity — to honour, pleasure, know- 
ledge, and the hke — hoping in them to find 
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some little assuagement of my thirst. But, alas, 
in siti mea potavertint me aceto, — * in my thirst 
they gave me vinegar to drink' (Ps. Ixviii. 22) ; 
they have mixed my chalice with wormwood, 
gall, and myrrh, which in lieu of quenching 
hath highly increased my thirst. Wretched 
Dives from the depths of hell begged only for 
a small refreshment of one drop of water to 
cool his tongue, yet was denied it, because he 
was in hell, which admits no ease, no comfort. 
The difference between his hell and mine is 
great ; his torments are immensive and without 
redemption, mine less and capable of change 
into eternal bliss. Wherefore my hopes look 
higher than did his, the boon I ask is greater ; 
not one drop to refresh my tongue, but my fill 
of heavenly waters to refresh my soul, ut hau- 
rlam aquas ingaudio defontibus Salvatoris,^^ 
* That I may draw water with joy out of the 
Saviour's fountains' (Is. xii. 3). I ask no less 
than the endless Fountain of living waters to 
refresh me, no less than Thee Thyself, who art 
to all that taste Thee a duke Refrigerium, 

III. What Isaias foretold long since is veri- 
fied now in me, that some should become velut 
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hortus absque aqua^ — 'like a garden without 
water.' The fountains made by Baptism in my 
soul have been long dried up, the moisture of my 
garden is consumed, my flowers are changed to 
poisonous weeds, my plants, as in the depth of 
winter, all left bare ; and this for want of mois- 
ture to relieve them — ^for want of Thee, who art 
its sweet Refreshment, who art Pons hortorum^ 
Puteus aquarum viventium^ — * the Fountain of 
gardens, the Well of living waters' (Cant. iv. 15). 
Come, flow with violence from the celestial Liba- 
nus on my soul. Come, breathe on it a cool 
and life-giving wind, that it may feel Thy sweet- 
ness and melt away with love. Surge aquilo, 
vent auster^ perfla hortum meum, et fluent 
aromata ejus, — 'Come, O north wind, and come, 
O south wind, blow through my garden, and 
let the aromatical spices thereof flow' (Cant. iv. 
16). I know Thou breathest but when and 
where Thou wilt. Thou art in no man's debt, 
obliged to none, but all to Thee ; nor can my 
petition move unless inspired by Thee ; where- 
fore suggest to me what and how to speak ac- 
cording as Thou art best pleased to hear and 
most inclined to grant. Be to me all in all. 
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the soft Inspirer of my prayer, the propitious 
Granter ofmy requests, and a sweet Refreshment 
in all my needs. I find my soul tormented 
with strong and lasting fevers, which no physi* 
cian but Thyself can cure. Galen, Hippocrates, 
and that wonder-working Paracelsus spend all 
their skill about the body, man's meaner part, 
and openly confess the fevers of the soul to be 
above their cure. Here the stupendous virtues 
Thou hast given to herbs and plants, yea stones, 
in their creation fail ; in the whole extent of 
Nature is found no remedy for this disease. To 
Thee, therefore, alone can I make recourse ; to 
Thee alone I can, with reason, cry, Sana ani- 
mam tneam^ — * Hcalmy soul.* The fevers which 
I feel are many ; for fear, like a cold fit, shakes 
me, and grief augments it into a chilly sweat ; 
pride swells me into a greatness above myself ; 
ire heats and lust inflames my blood. Any 
one of these are able to overcome my weakness ; 
but joined in one they eat away all my strength, 
consume my marrow, and dry up my bones, 
which makes me languish so with thirst, so pine 
away with drought, that no force is left me but 
to call on Thee, O dulce Refrigerium, 
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IV. Fain would I quench the fires within 
me, fain would I drink to refresh my thirsty 
soul, but the waters here on earth afford me no 
ease : all are unwholesome puddles, which cure 
not, but increase my thirst. This makes my de- 
sires so bent on Thee alone : Sicut desiderat cer- 
vus ad f antes aquarum, ita desiderat anima mea 
ad 7>, Deus, — * As the hart panteth after the 
fountains of water, so my soul panteth after Thee, 
O God' (Ps. xH. 2). Thou art the only Fountain 
of true life, the only Source of consolation, the 
only sweet Refreshment ; and to Thyself Thy 
goodness hath seriously invited all that thirst, 
when by Thy prophet Thou proclaimedst these 
words: Oinnes sitientes, venite ad aquas, — 'All 
you that thirst, come to the waters' (Is. Iv. i). 
But, alas, Thou knowest I cannot come unless 
Thou draw. Draw sweetly, and I come; draw 
strongly, and I shall run, and neither stop nor 
faint till I have reached unto Thee, where I 
will drink to full satiety, and drown myself in 
the immensive ocean of those living waters ; 
where I will sing Thy praises eternally in those 
words of David, Transivimus per ignem et 
aquam, et eduxisti nos in reftigerium, — * We 
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have passed through fire and water, and Thou 
hast brought us into a refreshment* (Ps. Ixv. 1 1). 



CHAPTER IX. 

In labor e Requies. 
' In labour Rest.' 

I. Repose in labour, come and rest on me, 
to whom the labours of this life have been so 
long and tedious. It is undoubted that all the 
sons of Adam are justly condemned and born 
to labour, to a painful labour, which begins with 
our first infant cries and continues till the last 
groans of death, though every one shares not 
here in an equal portion. Some, being supported 
by Thy powerful hand, with confidence walk 
securely through these rugged ways, and though 
they often stumble, fall not ; others, being sweetly 
and strongly drawn, run the way of this mortality 
like giants, with exultation in the odour of Thy 
ointments. To others are given the wings of 
doves, wherewith they fly both soon and swiftly 
to their rest. The labour of all these is either 
small and easy, or mixed with much delight, 
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and therefore far easier than is mine. Yet these 
are all exceeded by Thy greatest favourites, 
whose happiness we may admire, not envy ; for 
they being mounted on the wings of seraphims, 
are in a flame of love transported from this , 
banishment to their eternal home. These, though 
not wholly free from Adam's curse, yet if com- 
pared with such earth-creeping worms as I, they 
seem already to have gained "felicity. Pauper 
sum ego et in laboribits a juventute mea^ — * I 
have been toiled with labours from my youth ;* 
with labours not of virtue, but iniquity, in which 
I have wasted the morning of my life, the best 
and greatest portion of my days ; wherewith I 
have tired the faculties of soul and body, and 
almost consumed myself; in which I never found 
and seldom desired repose, but, like a man in- 
fatuated, I esteemed my greatest misery a hap- 
piness, and I was enamoured on the pains I took. 
I knew my labours, and, through a vicious dis- 
position which possessed me, loved them ; but 
Thee I neither loved nor knew, who art to all 
who seek Thee in lahore Requies, 

II. But now, since Thou who art the finger 
of God's right hand hath pleased to touch my 
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heart and impart one glimpse of light into my 
soul, I begin to see the lewdness of my youth 
and blindness of my former days. Fain would I 
now return and leave the servitude I have been 
. in ; but my imperious masters hinder me ; my 
former evils fasten me to the earth ; ill custom 
turned into necessity hath chained me to my 
thraldom ; I plunge, alas, and struggle till I 
groan, — laboravi ingemitu meo: but all in vain, 
I cannot free myself. Come, therefore, Thou, 
and ease me ; come. Thou, and deliver me, de ne- 
ccssitatibus meis erue me, I have now some 
years been labouring to reclaim my youth, and 
to repair in part the damage which my soul sus- 
tained. But all the gain I make is to offend 
Thee more ; for striving with myself to rise I 
fall again, and labouring to avoid one sin L fall 
more dangerously into greater. In all I find no 
rest, but pain begets pain within me, and labour 
leads to labour. Come, let me repose in Thee, 
who art the only rest in labour, that resting I 
may gain new strength, and be enabled to labour 
more. 

III. When Jacob, tired with travel towards 
Mesopotamia, lay down to rest, he received the 
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happy vision of the heavenly ladder and a pro- 
mise of many blessings to ensue, which gave 
him strength and courage for his journey. The 
children of Israel being inhumanely oppressed 
by Pharaoh with the labour of making bricks, 
and crying out for help. Thou sentest Moses, 
the mildest among men, to ease their labours 
and free them from this captivity. During 
this laborious journey through the vast deserts 
of Arabia Thou didst heap refreshments as 
thick as labours on them ; Thou gavest them 
shadow with a cloud by day, and lessenedst the 
horror of the night with a fiery pillar; Thou 
sentest them showers of quails and nightly 
rain of manna to relieve them ; Thou didst 
sweeten the bitter waters which were found in 
Mara, and from a rock drewest fountains to 
refresh them. These labours I confess were 
great, but so many sweet reposes intetlaced 
made them at least supportable, if not easy. 
When Samson had slain a thousand Philistines 
with the jaw-bone of an ass, being tired with 
labour and thirsting almost to death, he no 
sooner cried out to Thee but he was refreshed 
by a fountain issuing from the bone, the same 

E 
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giving life to him which had been the death of 
so many of his enemies. These and many 
others found rest in the midst of labour, and 
shall I alone be deprived of all such happiness? 
Hast Thou been still so easy to yield to others, 
and to me alone wilt Thou leave to be Thy- 
self, to be Repose in labour, — in labore He" 
qnies f 

' IV. Thy goodness hath ordained one day in 
seven to ease the labours both of men and 
beasts ; but of this my restless soul can make 
no profit unless Thou please to come and be 
its Sabbath. The best of masters invited us 
long since to learn of Him humility and meek- 
ness, proposing for reward repose of soul. I 
gladly would be humble, gladly meek, but can 
attain to neither, unless Thou give it me. 
Come, then, make me humble, make me meek, 
that I may therewith repose in labours and con- 
tent of mind. It is not rest of body I require, 
nor anything else which created power can give 
or deprive me of ; but it is that hidden manna 
of the soul, that admirable rest of mind which 
Thou alone inspirest ; that which we were called 
unto by our Saviour Christ when He said, 
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Veniie ad Me omnes^ qui laboraiis et onerati 
estis, et Ego reficiam vos, — * Come to Me, all 
you that labour and are burdened, and I will 
refresh you* (Matt. xi. 28) ; that which the 
prophet Isaias styles the beauty of peace et 
requies opulenta^ — and a rich repose ; that which 
David found in his contemplation when he 
suddenly exclaimed, Hcec requies meain sceculum 
scBCuli, — 'This is my rest for ever and ever' 
(Ps. cxxxi. 14) ; that interior rest of soul which 
makes all labours nothing, by virtue whereof 
Thy martyrs overcome their torturers and smile 
to feel those torments which others dread to 
see or hear of. Be to me. Thou God of peace, 
in labore Requies ^ — this Rest in labour. Give 
me this repose of heart, this calm of mind, this 
blessed temper of the soul : Mitte illam de sede 
magnitudittis Tucs, ut mecum sit, et mecum 
laboretf-^* SquA her from the throne of Thy 
Majesty, that she may be with me, and may 
labour with me' (Wis. ix. 10), — until that hoped- 
for hour arrive, when labours all shall cease, 
when sighs and groans shall be no more, but a 
full and plenteous rest, at the entrance of whose 
gates my soul shall say, Ifi pace in idipsum 
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dormiam et requiescanit Amen, — * In peace in 
the self-same I will sleep and I will rest' (Ps. 
iv. 9). 



CHAPTER X. 

In astu Temperies. 
'Coolness in heat.' 

I. The heats I feel are great and many, 
such as no human art or industry can allay. 
The inhabitants of the torrid zone, where the 
approaching sun bestows his scalding and con- 
stant heats, by the art of building or dwelling 
underground escape their greatest force. But 
from this I feel no place can shelter nor wit 
of man protect me. The heat of Ethiopia 
dyes men's skins into a swarthy hue, but those 
I feel pierce much more deep, and stain my 
soul into a hellish black. Anger, pride, con- 
cupiscence are consuming fires, which breed 
within my veins. Et quis poterit habitare cum 
igHe devontnte, — 'Whocan dwell with devouring 
fire?' (Is. xxxiij. 14.) None doubtless that dwell 
in mortal flesh, unless Thou assuagest the heats, 
and be unto them in cestu 7'emperies. 
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II. Sidrach, Misach, and Abdenago amidst 
the flames of the Babylonian furnace suffered 
no heat at all, because Thou wert there, and 
taught the flames to change their nature into a 
cooling gale of wind. Come, practise the same 
to me ; be with me amidst these fires, and I 
shall laugh at their utmost forces and contemn 
their weakness. Thy presence will make them 
prove more full of terror to me than harm, as 
were to Moses the fire and thunder on Mount 
Sinai when he received the law. It will 
make them prove to me no worse than the 
fiery chariot to Elias, to lift me higher and 
nearer to my God., But if Thou justly absent 
Thyself, and wilt not breathe a cooling temper 
on these heats, they will prove mortal and con- 
suming fires, such as from heaven destroyed 
Sodom and Gomorrah and the neighbouring 
towns ; such as the earth breathed forth upon 
the Israelites for murmuration against Almighty 
God and rebellion against His servant Moses ; 
and such as at Elias' call fell down from hea- 
ven and devoured his apprehenders. Yea, they 
will grow upon me and increase from bad to 
worse, until after the miseries of this life they 
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join themselves unto eternal fire, the smoke of 
whose tormenting flames ascends in sacula 
scBculorum, 

III. The morning of my youth, which many 
find cool and temperate, with me was full of 
heats — heats of unbridled desires, heats of con- 
cupiscence ; and as my noon grew on so they 
increased to an exorbitance : nor can I hope 
for ease till Thou wilt show Thyself and assuage 
their violence : Ubi pascas, ttbi cubes in me- 
ridie, — * Where Thou feedest, where Thou liest 
in the midday' (Cant. i. 6). When Adam was 
yet in Paradise, Thou wert pleased in the mid- 
day heats to walk and breathe a refreshing air 
upon him ; do now the same for me. Let me 
hear Thy voice, and I will fly, not from Thee 
to hide my shame like Adam, but to Thee to 
show my misery, and beg Thy mercy, to lay 
open the heats I feel, and beg that Thou wilt 
be to me tegimen ardoris et umbraculum meri- 
dianif — ' a defence from the heat and a cover 
from the sun at noon* (Ecclus, xxxiv. 19) ; that 
Thou wilt be to me as the pillar of cloud 
which sheltered the Israelites in the desert 
from scalding heats ; that Thou wilt be to m^ 
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post tgnem sibilus aura fenuis, — 'after the fire 
a whistling of a gentle air' (3 Kings xix. 12); 
that Thou wilt be Thyself unto me which is in 
CBstu Temperies, 

IV. Thy prophet Elias was content with a 
juniper-tree to defend him from the scorching 
sun, and Jonas was overjoyed with the ivy's 
shadow Thou madest spring forth to shelter 
him. But I can neither be content with the 
one nor the other ; for the heats I swelter with 
are greater far and nearer to my soul, — such as 
tormented men when the fourth angel in the 
Apocalypse had emptied his vial on the sun, — 
from which there is no power that is able to 
protect, unless Thou harbour me sub umbra 
alarum Tuarum, — 'under the shadow of Thy 
wings,' — unless with the amorous spouse Thou 
let me sit in the shadow of Him whom my 
soul desires. Which if Thou please to grant, 
I shall need fear no lightning that can break 
forth from the clouds of pride ; I shall neglect 
those sultry heats the angry dog-star threatens 
to produce, and from my heart contemn those 
melting flames which inflame concupiscence to 
such a height. I wiU t)ie^ confess i^nto The^ 
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with the son of Sirach in canticles of gratitude 
and joy, for freeing me from these devouring 
flames, because in medio ignis non sum astua- 
tus^ — ' in the midst of the fire I was not burnt* 
(Ecclus, li. 6) ; I will then with Moses sing 
praises to Thy holy name for leading me 
through this Red Sea of fire, and drowning my 
enemies therein — for being unto my soul a 
temperate gale in heats, in astu Temperies, 

V. But in the interim, till Thou comest, I 
will not cease my cries and rest from calling 
on Thee with all the forces my soul can make, 
with all the instance my present needs require ; 
for the pains I feel are great, the dangers I 
fear are greater. Thy presence will ease the 
one and expel the other, seeing Thou art spes 
a turbine^ umbraculum db cBsiu, Come, there- 
fore, breathe a gentle temper on me to mode- 
rate my thoughts, to still my swelling passions, 
and cool these hot desires which so distract 
my soul. Come, touch my tongue, which the 
Apostle calls a fire, that its burning itch may 
cease — that it may never more throw coals of 
discord, anger, and detraction among my neigh- 
bours, which s^t thpm so oft on fire. Conje, 
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drench me thoroughly in the cooling waters of 
salvation, in diluvio aquarum multarton,^-^ 
' in the flood of many waters,' — that the fires 
which thus torment me might be wholly 
quenched in mind and body ; that in a tem- 
perate coolness and evening of my age I may 
redeem those sins my sensual appetites have 
begot, and by a temporal peace prepare myself 
for that which is eternal, when this corruptible 
and mortal flesh shall be transformed into a 
robe of immortality. 



CHAPTER XI. 

Infletu Solatium. 
' In weeping Solace.* 

I. Solace in mourning and Comfort in dis- 
tress, O, how great is the want I have of Thee! 
I live in the vale of tears, — in loco flentitim ; I 
have lighted into the time of mourning, where 
all things invite to weep, nothing to joy. The 
first voice which, coming into this world, I gave 
were cries ; and the last, at my departure hence, 
will be horrid sighs and groans ; the interim 
pf my life is nothing else but a 4oleful tune, m 
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which no voice is heard but of sighs and tears. 
My bread is moistened and my drink is mixed 
with tears ; how great, then, must needs ap- 
pear the want I have of Thee, who art the 
only Comfort in time of mourning, the only 
Solace in the midst of tears, — in fletu Sola- 
tium, 

II. If I look on the miseries which fill this 
life and observe the calamities I am born unto, 
I seem to be like the book in which Ezechiel 
tells us there were written lamentations, — 
carmen et va, — 'canticles and wo* (Ezech. 
ii. 9) ; for in my soul appear no other charac- 
ters but these. Come, only Solace of my 
mourning soul, blot out these sad and doleful 
lines ; rase all those letters which sin with an 
iron pen hath written in my heart, that it may 
be capable to receive Thy law — ^that law which 
Thou dost write in tables of flesh in the hearts 
of Thy chosen servants. I know that mourn- 
ing is accounted a beatitude, and those which 
weep are numbered among the blessed ; but, 
alas, I am so far from finding those tears which 
make men happy as from happiness itself ; my 
eyes are strangers to such welcome guests, a^4 
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nfy heart knows of them but by report. Such 
tears are comfort sufficient to themselves ; they 
are the distillations of a melting heart, the ten- 
der children of a tender love ; they are the 
pearls which Thou sometimes dost cast into 
the laps of Thy chiefest favourites ; they are 
those waters of which the Psalmist speaks, 
Flabii spiritus Ejus et fluent aqua ^ — * His wind 
shall blow and the waters shall run' (Ps. cxlvii. 
18). Those who find these enjoy what I desire, 
possess what I sigh after, and have already 
found infletu Solatium, 

III. These tears Thou givest, and in them 
givest more solace than we dare ask or of our- 
selves can know. Others likewise there are 
which concerns Thee to give and me to beg — 
the tears of penitents, the daily sacrifice of an 
humble and contrite heart. O, give me these, to 
wash away those stains which sin hath defiled 
me with. The greatness and multitude of my 
crimes require that I should, with Jeremy, de- 
mand, ' Who will give water to my head and a 
fountain of tears unto my eyes, et plorabo die 
et nocte T But I will leave such great petitions 
to great penitents. Thy greater servants, ajid 
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only beg of Thee a Peter's tears, who for one 
sin — a sin of frailty, not of malice — wept with 
such bitterness and continuance that the tears 
ploughed furrows down his cheeks. Give me 
the tears of Magdalen, who ^with a plenteous 
shower washed both our Saviour's feet and her 
own soul at once ; for I am a sinful and 'not a 
repentant Magdalen, Or give me the tears of 
David, when from a contrite heart he sighed 
forth a doleful Miserere to beg pardon for his 
sins. I have sinned with David, but not cried 
Peccavi with him ; I have been sharer in his 
faults, but neither in his sighs nor tears. Seeing 
I have been so unhappy as to sin^ to sin thus 
heinously, it would be a solace to lament them. 
Give me that solace, I beseech Thee, that as 
Thou wert formerly to them Thou wouldst be 
now to me infleiu Solatium. 

IV. Though my tongue be mute, and cannot 
frame words of sufficient weight to express the 
grief I feel, much less the grief my sins deserve, 
give my eyes at least the silent rhetoric of tears, 
— nee taceat pupilla oculi mei. Teach me a 
moving language, such as may draw Thy good- 
ness to compassion, and comfort me. When 
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David and his soldiers found Siceleg consumed 
with fire, and their wives and children led cap- 
tive, they wept as long as they had tears to 
shed. When that glory of cities, Jerusalem, was 
left desolate through the captivity of the Israel- 
ites, the prophet Jeremy, out of the bitterness of 
his mind, with tears, sighed forth those lament- 
able and moving tunes which remain as a last- 
ing monument of his grief. When Lazarus (the 
figure only of a sinful soul) had been four days 
dead, our Saviour Himself, the Wisdom of the 
Eternal Father, wept over him, — ef lachrimatus 
est Jesus (John xi, 35). The damage I sustain 
is greater than loss of wife or children : it is not 
my nation that I see led captive, but my soul, 
which hath been dead spiritually, through Thy 
absence, much longer than four days* space ; 
and yet my eyes are not swelled with tears nor 
my breast with sighs, nor doth my voice groan 
forth the direful lamentations of my heart. 
But give me the gift of tears, the gift of true 
repentance, and I shall both weep and groan ; 
and as I now find bitterness in my sins, I shall 
then find comfort in mourning for them ; I shall 
then find what now I seek — infletu Solatium. 
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V. Please so to mollify and bruise my lieait 
by true contritian that my eyes may with their 
tears keep time to Thy gentle strokes, convert 
my jollity into mourning, el organum meum 
tHvocemJUM/iuM (Job Kxt. ^i). Give me here 
my days of sorrow, that I may escape the rigor- 
ous punishment of my sins in that place of 
eternal monraing. .Which if Tliou please to 
grant I will say to all the fading comforts of this 
life, JtecetUU a me, airnire fiebo, — ' Depart from 
me, 1 will weep bitterly.' 1 will then, like the 
forsaken turtle, consume my days in solitude 
and mourning, and my nights, the better friends 
of grief, 1 will spend in bathing my couch with 
tears ; I wiU sow in tears, that I may reap in 
joy ; I will sit and weep upon the Babylonian 
rivers the fleeting pleasures of this life, and rue 
in the remembrance of my former crimes, till I 
wash my soul from the scarlet dye of sin to the 
innocent whiteness it first received from Thee, 
till I have appeased Thy wrath, so much in- 
censed by my ingratitude, till ThoU please gra- 
1 unto me, Noliflere, — ' Weep not,' 
pe from my eyes all tears in that 
Hess comfort, where mourning nor 
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cries nor grief shall be no more, where this short 
moment of mourning shall be changed into a 
full eternity of bliss. 



CHAPTER XII. 

O Lux beatissima 
Reple cordis intima 
Tuorum fidelium, 
' Most blessed Light, fill the inmost depths of the 
hearts of Thy faithful.' 

I. This light which we now see and by which 
we see is the firstborn of the inferior world ; it 
is a dark image of Thy immensity ; it is pure 
and fair, but not a blissful light. Thy law like- 
wise is a light, — lex lux etvia vita:^ — and gives 
the dawning to a happy day where it appears ; 
but yet it is far from meriting the title of a 
blissful light. The light of glory, which raiseth 
created understandings to a blissful vision of 
the Divinity, by whose existence both angels 
and saints are happy, is doubtless a blessed 
light, a light which displays eternal blessings to 
those who have it ; yet it is not the light I 
mean, but it is Thou Thyself^ who art the 
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powerful Creator and bounteous Giver of these 
lights. To Thee my petitions tend, who art 
Lux lucis et Fons luminis^ who art a divine light, 
— Deus lucis t — an inaccessible light, in which the 
Divinity inhabits, and is shadowed from created 
eyes. For though I give due reverence to other 
lights in their degrees, yet to none in equality 
to Thyself, who art a far more glorious and a 
greater light, who art the supreme Light, the 
Light of lights, a blessed and blissful Light. 
O Lux beatissima^ reple cordis intima Tuorutn 
^deliufft, 

II. O ever-blessed Light, fill with Thyself 
the entrails of all faithful hearts. My heart 
hath hitherto been filled with vanity. Come, 
banish that, and fill it now with verity. Emitte 
lucem Tuamet veritatemTuam, It hath formerly 
been filled with darkness ; fill it now with light ; 
speak to it those powerful words, Fiat lux, 
whereby the obscurity of my night will vanish 
and a glorious day appear. It hath hitherto 
been filled with vain concupiscence, with a sen- 
sual love of creatures ; root that all out, and in 
lieu thereof plant ih it charity, replenish it with 
Thyself; for Thou art an tmcreated, an immen- 
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sive charity, whose very entrance into my soul 
will either wholly cancel or cover the offences 
of my former life ; for universa delicta operit 
chariias, — 'charity covereth all sins' (Pro v. x. 1 2). 
Fill, therefore, my heart, I beseech Thee, with 
this light, fill it with this love ; for this light is 
love, and this love is light, O Lux beatissima, 
repU cordis intima. 

III. There are so many comers, so many 
winding labyrinths in my heart, in which variety 
of concupiscence lies hid, that unless Thou 
search it narrowly they will escape untouched. 
It is not much unlike the cups of hypocrites, 
which were fair without, but filled within with 
rapine and uncleanness. Proba me, Deus, et 
sciio cor meutn, — * Prove me, O God, and know 
my heart' (Ps. cxxxviii. 23). Thou art the 
Searcher of hearts and reins ,* Thou only hast 
eyes which look into the depth of human souls. 
Search mine thoroughly, that no corner may lie 
unseen, no secret may scape unknown. Thou 
wilt there find many corners filled with many 
and unseemly loves, — loves of honour, pleasure, 
knowledge, — all sensual, which divide my heart 
among them and steal it from myself. But 

F 
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please to enter into these innermost retreats, 
hunt all those little foxes out qua demoUuniiir 
vineas^ — 'that destroy the vines* (Cant.iii. 15), 
— and fill them with Thy light, enlighten them 
with Thy love, that those children of darkness, 
those transitory loves, may never enter more. 
O Lux beatissima^ reple cordis intima, 

IV. Come, like the noontide sun, shine with 
full beams upon me ; for the darkness which pos- 
sesses my heart is tenebrcz palpabiles^ — • dark- 
ness which may be felt,' — and cannot be dis- 
persed but with a powerful light. Give me those 
flames of charity, because the concupiscence is 
great which it must expel ; fill my whole soul 
therewith, leave no place void, lest the old 
inhabitants hide themselves therein and breed 
again. Reple cordis intima Tuorum fidelium, 

V. If I had not the light of faith, or again 
had lost it, I should neither ask the benefit of 
this great light nor be capable to receive it, it 
being proper only to the sons of light. When 
the Egyptians were punished with a long and 
horrid darkness, the children of Israel, Jilii 
lucis, — * children of the light,* — enjoyed a per- 
fect light Whilst unbelievers like the Egyptians 
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lie wrapped in a gloomy night, Thy true 
Israelites enjoy the light Thou sendest into 
their hearts. Thy Apostles were truly styled 
lux mundi, — 'the light of the world,* — for 
spreading the light of faith throughout the 
world of unbelievers ; but Thou art Lux cor- 
diuntt — ' the Light of hearts,* — which dispersest 
Thy beams of light into believing hearts. The 
light of faith, I must confess, is a blessed light, 
without which men live in the night of infi- 
delity ; but the light wherewith Thou fillest 
the hearts of some is the blessedest of all 
lights, without which the very faithful live in a 
dark obscurity of heart. Faith is a twilight 
that goes before the day ; Thou art a full 
noontide, and fillest the hearts Thou enterest 
with a resplendent heat. Come, change the 
darkness of my heart into a happy light, my 
night into a day ; banish that seeming light 
— that worldly wisdom which to Thee is folly — 
wherewith I have hitherto as with ignis fatuus 
been misled, and crown me with the blessings 
of that blessed light which makes of sinners 
saints, and of saints makes gods. Confirm that 
light of faith Thou hast already given ; iftake 



84 PARAPHRASE OF THE 

it a strong and living faith, to lead me securely 
through the hazards of this night into that ad- 
mirable and astonishing light of hearts, which 
may continue shining and increase within me 
till I arrive to that eternal light in which I 
shall see my beatitude face to face, and enjoy 
the God of my heart for all eternity. Amen. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Sine Tuo numine. 
Nihil est in homine, 
• Without Thy presence in man is nothing.' 

I. Without Thy Deity nothing is in man, 
or rather man is nothing ; for of nothing Thou 
first madest us, and to nothing we shall again 
return if e*er Thou leavest us. Hadst Thou 
not made me I had never been, and when Thou 
ceasest to preserve me I must cease to be. My 
being is an accident, which borrows its subsist- 
ence from Thee, who only art ; for Thou only 
canst say with truth. Ego sum gut sum, — * i am 
who am* (Exod. iii. 14). I am not what I am, but 
what I have. My being is not my own ; myself 
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I am Thine ; for I have nothing of myself, but 
all from Thee. If Thou givest me not a being, 
I am not ; if Thou givest me nothing else, I 
have nothing in me. Sine Tuo numine^ nihil 
est in hofnine. 

II. Thou art the sun, and I a beam depend- 
ing on Thee ; Thou art life, and I a vital 
motion. If the sun disappear, all beams must 
vanish ; if life depart, all motions cease. I am 
an image drawn by the skilfuUest hand to re- 
present my God, but have by sin defaced it, and 
am reduced to nothing, to verify the prophecy 
of Thy servant * David, Imaginem ipsorum ad 
nihilum rediges^ — 'Thou shalt bring their image 
to nothing' (Ps. Ixxii. 20). For of an image I am 
become an idol ; from an image of God I am 
become my own idol, which I adore and serve, 
to which my words and actions bend their 
knee and the intentions of my heart lie pro- 
strate. Burn, I beseech Thee, this idol into 
ashes, as Moses in the desert used the golden 
calf ; reduce my pride into the ashes of humi- 
lity, and give me them to drink in the ashes of 
holy penance. Nothing can destroy this idol 
I have reared to myself but fire — Thy fire of 
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charity, which, alas, I have not ! I beg, but 
obtain it not ; I seek, but cannot find ; and 
therefore remain an idol, a nothing ; for had I 
the gift of prophecy, had I knowledge in the 
deepest mysteries, and faith sufficient to remove 
whole mountains, charitatem autent non habu- 
erOf nihil sum, — 'yet have not charity, I am 
nothing.' For without Thy love man is not 
only vain or like to vanity, but he is vanity 
itself ; he is a world of vanity, — universa vani- 
tas omnis homo vivens. He is nothing, he 
can do nothing, he hath nothing in him. Sine 
Tuo numine, nihil est in homine. 

III. When man was first created, and the 
spirit of life breathed into him, he then was 
something ; he was the miracle of nature, the 
world's wonder ; he was in a manner all 
things, because partaker of all their natures. 
He was next to angels in perfection, wisdom, 
power, and all this by being in Thee and Thou 
in him ; but when by sin he was bereaved of 
Thee, ad nihilum redactus est et nescivity — • he 
was brought to nothing and he knew not' (Ps. 
Ixxii. 2i). Thus fell Adam from happiness to 
misery, from himself, or more truly from Thee 
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to nothing. And I, too true a child of his 
misfortunes, am by the same means fallen from 
Thee and likewise from myself, and like him 
am reduced to nothing. For if all nations and 
the innumerable world of men which many 
ages have produced are before Thee as if they 
w'ere not, because they are not in Thee nor 
Thou in them, what a nothing must I needs 
be who am so small a parcel of those nations, 
who am vermis et non hofno, — *a worm and 
no man.' Yet if Thou please to dwell within 
me, I shall be more than them all ; if Thou 
forsake me, I am as they are — nothing. Sine 
Tuo numine, nihil est in homine. 

IV. In the world's creation that chaos which 
first was made lay void and empty till Thou 
replenished it with light, with form and variety 
of creatures. Such am I when Thou art 
absent — a rude unordered chaos — and ever 
must so remain, unless Thou come and make 
a new creation in my soul, a creation of graces 
and real virtues — emitte spiritum Tuum et crea- 
buntur. In Thee and Thy assistance men 
can do wonders so great that they exceed 
belief, such as Moses wrought in Egypt and 
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the desert. Such was J osue's . staying of the 
sun ; such the divers prodigies Thy prophets 
wrought in witness of the truth they spoke ; 
and such, in fine, those numberless miracles 
wherewith in the law of grace the Church hath 
still abounded. This made St. Paul so con- 
fidently afHrm, Omnia possum in Eo qui me 
confortat, — * I can do all things in Him who 
strengtheneth me* (Phil. iv. 13). Thus man 
can do in Thee ; but if Thou leave him, he 
falls again into himself, or to a depth yet 
lower. So Cain, as soon as banished from 
Thy grace, fell to so great a poorness that he 
was frighted at all he heard or saw, and was 
contemned by all. Sampson, that prodigy of 
strength, when Thou forsookest him, became 
like other men ; and Nabuchodonosor, by Thee 
rejected, fell from his kingdom and himself so 
far as to live, converse, and feed with beasts. 
If Thou leave Thy greatest servants, they will 
all become like these ; for none is able of him- 
self to produce one thought sine Tuo numine. 

V. Without Thee my thoughts are vain, my 
words frivolous, my actions all impertinent. 
Without Thee my serious meditations are more 
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vain than dreams, my desires are children's folly, 
and my remembrance worse than the deepest 
oblivion. In Thee our forces are united, and 
our souls grow strong ; because our actions 
meet in Thee, as in their centre, where union 
strengthens them. But if Thou leave us we 
run as many paths as we have thoughts, and by 
dispersing lose and consume ourselves to no- 
thing, — ianquam aqua decurrens. Without Thee 
there is no truth in man, without Thee I am a 
perpetual and pernicious liar ; for Thou alone 
art truth, an immensive and eternal verity, 
which no falsehood is able to obscure or hide. 
Without Thy Deity I have no subsistence, no 
being which is permanent, but pass like a torrent 
from the hills, like a dream, a shadow, or the 
fleeting hours, which none can stop, or once 
gone recall again, — in imagine pertransit homo. 
Without Thee my faith will fail and my hope 
sink down, for Thou art the Giver of my faith, 
et spes mea ab uberibus matris mecB, — ' my hope 
from the breasts of my mother' (Ps. xxi. lo). 
Without Thee I have neither strength nor 
virtue ; without Thee I live not. Thou being 
the life of my soul, which dies when Thou de- 
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partest, as does my body when my soul goes 
hence. Without Thee I have nothing in me, I 
can do nothing, I am nothing. Sine Tuo numifie, 
nihil est in komine, 

VI. Come, therefore, Holy Ghost ; for Thy 
presence will create me newly ; it will change 
that nothing which I am into that something 
which is Thy gift ; it will give me a steadfast 
being in Thy Deity, that I may subsist in Thee, 
who without Thee am a fleeting nothing. Come 
only to me : let me enjoy Thy presence, and I 
shall need no more ; for where Thou art no 
graces can be wanting. If Thou be with me 
I cannot choose but live, and that happily ; I 
shall abound in wisdom, justice, truth, and all 
those spiritual treasures which Thou bringest 
with Thee and I yet want. Thy presence will 
give both power and will to work — works of 
humility, charity, &c. ; it will raise within me 
a lively faith and an ardent charity, by which 
I shall live and love in hope, till faith be changed 
into clear vision, hope into joy, and my im- 
perfect love into an overflowing excess of charity 
which ne'er shall end. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Nihil est innoxiutn. 
* Nothing is harmless.' 

I. Before Tliou madest me I was a harm- 
less nothing ; not good, because I was not ; 
yet not evil, because no sinner. I was such a 
nothing as that which never was nor is not. 
When Thou hadst made me something, and 
left me in the hands of a free will, wherewith I 
might stand or fall, I made an unhappy choice, 
and fell again ; not to that guiltless nothing 
from whence I came, but to that sinful nothing 
in which I am. Thou art alone true being, 
and therefore by how much further we depart 
from Thee, so much more we leave to be and 
tend to nothing. By local separation we can- 
not leave Thee, for Thou fillest all places, all 
creatures; but by sin. Sin is a falling from 
Thee and a descent to nothing. One mortal 
sin alone sinks us so low that it leaves a vast 
chaos betwixt our souls and Thee. Who, then, 
am I ? How infinitely distant from Thee ! 
Into how deep a depth, into what an abyss of 
nothing, am I fallen ! Through the weight of 
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so many and so heinous crimes I am fallen 
from happiness, and sunk to the depth of misery ; 
there is nothing left in me now but sin, nothing 
but evil ; nihil est innoxium, 

II. But though my sins have divided me 
so far from Thee, yet Thy goodness still is easy 
and Thy mercies near to such as call upon Thee 
with a contrite heart. Si descendero in infer* 
num odes, — 'Though I should sink as low as 
hell,* — Thy goodness will lend an ear to repent- 
ant cries. Hear me, then ; O, hear me, hear and 
pity me, or else I die, and that eternally. I 
am misery. Thou mercy ; I am naught but evil. 
Thou goodness itself; I am nothing, Thou art 
power, a power which knows no limit. Never 
was a fitter subject for Thy mercy or object for 
Thy omnipotency, for never was there a frailer 
creature, a greater sinner. Abyssus abyssum 
invocatt — * An abyss of misery calls out to an 
abyss of mercy.* O Mercy, O Father of mercies, 
look with the eyes of mercy on me ; for even 
the memory of Thy justice frights me, and if I 
appear before it, it will blast me into an eternal 
night. O Omnipotency, lend Thy strong hand 
to support my weakness, for I fall and fade to 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. 93 

nothing, and, what is worse than nothing, sin ; 
for without Thee nothing else is in me. With- 
out Thy Deity nihil est innoxium, 

III: Without Thee all that I do, all that I 
speak or think, is sin ; my seeming humility 
without Thee is pride, my exterior patience is a 
sly revenge, my obedience is mixed with flattery, 
my devotion cloaked hypocrisy ; in brief, all my 
virtues are nothing else but vice. And if my 
best works be sin, if my light be darkness, ipsa 
tenebra quanta erunt, — < the darkness itself how 
great shall it be !' (Matt. vi. 28.) Thou art the 
sun which illuminatest the hearts of men ; if 
Thou be wanting, nothing is there but darkness. 
Thou art the fire which heats and inflames our 
souls ; if Thou absent Thyself, all freezeth to an 
icy coldness. Thou art the love by which our 
spirits live, — a divine, a holy love. Without 
Thy presence we spend the best portion of our 
souls in the concupiscence of created things. 
Thou art the Supreme Goodness, which com- 
municatest Thyself to others, and makest them 
good ; without which all that is in man is evil, 
all is sin, nihil est innoxium. 

IV. Since the earth received that curse for 
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Adam's fault it brings forth naught but weeds, 
unless manured by a skilful hand. That curse 
was but a figure of what was truly verified in 
man, and is justly found in me ; for of itself my 
soul is a fruitful mother of all that is naught, 
but barren and devoid of good unless planted 
by Thy gracious hand. Our Saviour once ap- 
peared to Magdalen in a gardener's shape ; I 
beg neither his nor Thy appearance, but Thy 
work : let me not see, but experience. Thy skil- 
ful hand in the garden of my soul. Root 
thence the weeds of vice, and plant the herbs 
and flowers of virtue in it ; make it a garden of 
pleasure, where Thou mayest delight to enter- 
tain Thyself, for yet it is but a plot of weeds, 
all in it are noxious plants. Nihil est innoxium. 
V. If without Thee I give myself to thoughts, 
the very best of them, Thou knowest, is vain, 
^^ Deus scit cogitationes hominum quoniam 
vancB sunt J the rest are but the buds of 
sensual lust, the secret whispers of notorious 
pride, or a curious prying into some vain secret, 
which were best unknown. If without Thee I 
speak, my words serve only to usher on vain- 
glory, and gain the inconstant praise of men ; 
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or what is worse, they are deceitful baits to be- 
guile the innocent or poison to kill my neigh- 
bour's fame ; lange a salute mea verba delictomm 
mcorum^ — * far from my salvation are the words 
of my sins' (Ps. xxi. 2). If without Thee I 
proceed to action, either my works within them- 
selves are naught, or else the end at which they 
aim is some created object, some idol which 
self love erects unto itself. Love is the weight 
which sways our soul, the first mover of our 
faculties, and sole parent of all our actions. 
So that our works are like our love. If the 
love which moves me to work be good, the 
work cannot be ill ; if the love be evil, the 
works can never be good. Non potest arbor 
bona malosfructusfaceret — * A good tree cannot 
bring forth evil fruit.' The love which reigns 
within a soul must needs be love of the Creator 
or of some creature : the first is charity, which 
Thou alone canst give ; the latter .concupiscence, 
which sin hath planted and custom nourished 
in our souls. The first is that good tree which 
can bring no evil fruit, the latter the bad tree 
which can bring nothing else. Sine Tuo numine^ 
nihil est innoxium. 
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VI. The ungrateful viper, whose generation 
is his father's death and birth his mother's, 
hath nothing in it which is harmless, nothing 
which is not poisonous; yet from it the skilful 
artist makes an antidote against all poisons. 
Lo, I am that hateful viper conceived and bred 
in sin, stuffed full of poisonous humours, big 
swollen with all iniquity, in whom nothing can 
be found but < concupiscence of the flesh, con- 
cupiscence of the eyes, and pride of life/ Thou 
art the great and skilful Artist, who hast framed 
of nothing this admirable machine of the world, 
and fillest it with as many wonders as creatures 
in it ; who out of evil, yea, and the worst of 
evils, sin, drawest so much good. Come, and 
convert those poisonous humours wherewith my 
soul abounds into a sovereign remedy of salva- 
tion. Destroy all within me which is not 
Thine, all which is evil, and create me anew. 
Convert my pride into humility, my anger into 
patience, concupiscence into charity ; change all 
vices into virtues. Take from me the old man, 
with all his acts, and clothe me with the new, 
qui secundum Deum creatus est^ — * who is cre- 
ated according to God,' — that in Him and by 
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Him I may live for a time and serve Thee here 
on earth ; and when time ceases with me I 
may live and enjoy Thee in heaven for all 
eternity. Amen. 



CHAPTER XV» 

Lava quod est sordidum. 
' Wash iK^hat is unclean.' 

1. In foulness I was first conceived^ in fouU 
ness brought forth into the world, and since by 
sundry uncleannesses I have much increased 
that filth. True it is^ through Thy gracious 
favour, in the first dawning of my infancy I 
was washed by sacred Baptism from the here^ 
ditary contagion of our first parents ; but, alas, 
how soon did I stain that whiteness ! how soon 
did I cast off those robes of innocency, and de- 
file myself anew with the ordure of actual sin I 
how soon had I just cause to cry unto Thee 
with the penitent King of Israel, Amplius lava 
me ab iniquitate mea, et a peccato meo munda 
me, — * Wash me yet more from my iniquityj 
and cleanse me from my sin' I (Ps. 1. 4.) Thou, 
still striving as it were to conquer my malice 
o 
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with excess of goodness, hast washed me again 
and often in the waters of Penance ; and I un- 
gratefully sicut cants ad vomitum, — return as 
often to the filth of sin, wherein I have wal- 
lowed myself so long till it be turned into a 
loathsome leprosy, a leprosy which consumes 
and eats away my soul. For cure whereof I 
fly to Thee, as Naaman did to Eliseus ; send 
me again to Jordan, to the waters of Penance, 
for in verbo Tuo,^^'ai Thy word,' — I will not fail 
to gO| nor fear to be wholly cleansed ; where- 
fore leave me not to wash myself, but do it for 
me. Lavabis me et super nivem dealbabor. 

II. When I look at myself sometimes in my 
Saviour's life, the only mirror of a Christian 
soul, frighted with horror to see myself so 
hideous, outvying the blackness of Ethiopians 
whose skin is never washed fair, I should most 
desperately despair unless I had the ocean of 
Thy mercies wherein to rinse myself, and Thy 
Sacred Hand to wash me with, which alone is 
able, — mundum facere de immundo conceptum 
semine. When I read in the mysterious pro- 
phecy of the Apocalypse that dreadful sentence 
spoke by an angel's mouth, Qui in sordibus est 
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sordescat adhuc, — * He that is filthy let him be 
filthy still' (Apoc. xxii. ii), — and know myself 
to be wallowing so deep in filth, O, how like 
lightning a horror strikes my soul, and seems 
to tell me that in those words is thundered my 
fatal doom ! But yet Thy goodness gives me 
breathing and Thy mercy bids me hope, which 
I will do even contrary to hope ; and though 
Thou kill me yet I will not cease to hope in 
Thee, because I am certain, si vis poles me 
mundarey — * if Thou wilt Thou canst make me 
dean.' 

. III. When I read that neither the stars nor 
heavens are pure before Thy sight, how exces- 
sive sordid must I know myself, seeing my be- 
ginning was uncleanness, my being is a corrupted 
carcass, and my end will be a loathsome rot- 
tenness ; seeing my thoughts are the unsavoury 
breathings of an infected heart, my words the 
deceitful expression of those thoughts, and my 
actions nothing else but passion, or the fruitless 
projects of self-love ! The greater world was in 
its youth so overwhelmed with the filth of sin 
that nothing was of force to cleanse it but an 
infinite abyss of waters--*that general deluge 
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which washed away all living creatures from 
the earth. I am a little world and small model 
of the great ; who, not unlike to it, have defiled 
my youth with iniquity above belief. I have 
so deeply sullied my soul with vice that less 
than a deluge will not be of power to wash it 
clean — a deluge of waters poured from the 
cataracts of heaven by Thy almighty hand. 
Come, then, and pour them on me ; let them 
fall with violence, like a torrent from the snowy 
Alps, and bear down all before them that is 
unclean within me ; lava quod est sordidum. 

IV. In Moses' law those were esteemed un- 
clean who had only touched uncleanness. How 
sordid, then, must I needs be who perpetually 
dwell therewith ; whose eyes, whose tongue, 
whose heart is replenished with nothing else ; 
whose best and noblest works are all unclean, 
quasi pannus menstruata omnes justiHa nostra, 
I make one of that unhappy number whom Je- 
remy in his Threnes laments : qui nutriebantur 
in croceis amplexati sunt stercoral — * they that 
were brought up in scarlet have embraced the 
dung' (Lam. iv. 5). Instead of the celestial 
manna which Thy grace presents, I have em- 
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braced, delighted in, and fed on dung, on the 
loathsome excrements of nature, sensuality and 
base concupiscence, which I am yet so far be- 
sotted on that none can deliver me from that 
madness but Thyself, who art de stercore erigens 
pauperem, I have often defiled my lips with 
lying, detraction, and a thousand such verbal 
faults. Come, purge them, I beseech Thee, with 
a burning coal from the heavenly altar, as Thou 
didst the prophet Isaias. I have defiled my 
hands with unclean, unjust, and licentious works, 
and after washed them, with Pilate, in show of 
innocency, but with real hypocrisy of heart. 
Come, therefore, only Sanctifier of human works, 
wash perfectly these hands, — lavainterinnocentes 
manus meas. I have defiled my feet, the affec- 
tions of my soul, by fondly cleaving to creatures 
with a sensual love, and by swerving from Thy 
commands. Come , then ; with our Saviour Christ 
vouchsafe to descend to the washing of my feet, 
or I am assured to have no part with Thee. 
Above all, I have defiled my heart with an end- 
less multitude of unclean thoughts, desires, and 
resolutions of what is ill, so far that it is not 
only become unclean, but a heap of all unclean- 
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ness, SO that I may sooner hope to have it 
changed than cleansed. Wherefore, rather create 
a new one in me than wash this old ; rather 
create a clean one than make this clean : cor 
tnundum crea in me, Deusj for the clean of heart, 
and none but they, shall have the happiness to 
see and enjoy Thee for all eternity. 

V. Come, Holy Ghost, come ; lava quod est 
sordiduntt — wash me all over, soul and body, 
spirit and flesh, for I am all over sordid and 
unclean. Wash me with those waters which 
flowed forth of our Saviour*s side upon the Cross. 
Wash me with that milk wherewith the dove in 
the Canticles was whitened, compared to the 
Bridegroom's eyes. Wash me in wine, or in 
the blood of grapes, as Juda, by his father's pro- 
phecy, was to wash his garments. Wash me in 
blood, in the Blood of the Lamb, as those in 
the Apocalypse did wash and make white their 
stoles. Baptise and wash me finally in fire, in 
that divine fire, — in SpirituSanctoetigne, — that 
I may be truly tried from the dross I have by 
sin contracted. Cleanse me from all my known 
and from all my hidden sins. Wash me from 
the many negligences and ignorances of my 
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life. Wash me from all that filth which hath 
dyed my soul as red as scarlet, till it appear as 
white as wool^ till it become as white as snow, 
that, being freed from all stain or blemish, it 
may without shame appear before Thy face, and 
gaze its fill on Thee with an endless and un« 
glutted satiety, world without end, An^en. 



t^*^ 



CHAPTER XVI, 

JUj^a quod est aridum, 
' Water what is dry.' 

I. Those unnatural heats which in my'youth 
bred fire, and in my riper youth broke forth in 
flames, have dried up my bones and consumed 
my marrow : the freshness of my youth is 
withered, and the winter of old age draws on 
before its time, for want of being watered with 
Thy dew from heaven. In that mysterious 
punishment of drought under which the land of 
Israel groaned so long no dew nor rain fell on 
it but at Elias' call ; so fares it with my soul, 
whose punishment was then prefigured. For 
unless Thou give that word, that blessed word 
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of comfort, which b]r Thy prophet Thou long 
since gavest the world, EJfUndam eiquas super 
sitietitenty — 'I will pour out waters upon the 
thirsty ground* (Isa. xliv. 3), — I pine away with 
drought, I wither and consume ; not struck with 
fear and horror, like sinners in the day of doom, 
but with anguish and for want of a reviving 
moisture, whereby my soul becomes like the 
earth on which no dew nor moisture falls. I 
have now lived many years, and sighed away 
my vital spirits in expectation of Thy showers 
of grace, but yet find none. What wonder, then, 
if, like the Arabian deserts (void of all plants and 
grass), I still remain so great a stranger to 
all virtue and goodness or good desires ? What 
wonder if in prayer I find no melting motions 
to dissolve my heart, no tears of sorrow, nor no 
sighs of love ? What wonder if I still am forced 
to cry and clamour to Thee with importunity, 
Riga quod est aridum f 

II. How inany holy souls jdo, through Thy 
bounty, so abound with grace, th^t their nuiny 
tears, their sighs an4 groans, speak how their 
hearts o'erfiow with plenteous streams which 
fall upon them from above ! Their happiness. 
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though I ne'er hope to find, yet I cannot choose 
but emulate and desire. Others there are who, 
though planted further from the water's course, 
enjoy not such abundant and continual streams, 
yet never are long without some gentle rain or 
morning dew to refresh their drought. Amongst 
all others I alone am velut lignum aridum in 
eremo,^' as a dry tree in the wilderness' (Ecclus. 
vi. 3) ; like a withered tree in the barren de* 
sert, without fruit or flowers or leaves, without 
moisture to refresh the roots. I feel no softness 
to mollify my obdurate heart, nor do I taste the 
blessings of Thy sweetness wherewith Thou 
preventest Thy Saints : fercussus mm utfenum 
et aruit cor ffuum, — I seem to be cut off, and 
my heart to be dried and withered up like hay ; 
yet knowing that Thou breathest freely when 
and where Thou pleasest, and that Thy breath 
gives motion to make the waters flow, those 
waters I implore, I will not yet despair, but in 
expectance hope, expect that hour and moment 
Thou Thyself hath chosen to relieve me in. 
Then come and pour Thy blessings on me in a 
plenteous shower, or, like a swelling river, over- 
flow my withered soul. Riga quod est aridum. 
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III. Eiechiel, calling upon Thee to breathe 
upon dry bones and give them life, received the 
comfort to see it straight performed. My bones 
are become as dry as those, and as void of 
spiritual life ; my necessities are fully as great 
and my cries as strong, though not so gracious 
in Thy ears, for they all lose themselves, and 
are not heard. My sighs are beaten back with 
a sad neglect, and I remain like those who are 
touched with lightning or a blasting wind ; usque- 
quo Domine clamabo et non exaudies f Come 
with Thy wonder-working hand (which the rod of 
Aaron weakly figured), and strike this rock, this 
rock of flesh, my heart, until it cleave, to issue 
forth whole floods, whereby that aridity which 
is so strong within me may have end ; but 
strike not only once or twice, as Moses did the 
rock ; strike often, strike always when this 
drought prevails ; riga quod est aridum, 

IV. Our Saviour, finding in the synagogue 
a man whose arm was withered, was touched 
with compassion, and cured him with a word. 
It is not my arm alone which is dried and 
withered, but it is my heart, my bones, my 
sinews, all my powers of soul and body ; aryit 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. I ©7 

ianquam testa virtus mea, — *my strength is 
dried up like a potsherd' (Ps. xxi. 1 6), — and yet 
Thou tumest Thy face from hearing me and 
neglectest my cries, Thou stoppest the fountain 
of Thy mercies from flowing into my soul, sed 
tu Domine usquequo f Come, change this rigour 
into a gentle audience, fall on me like a full- 
fraught cloud in the time of drought ; or, if 
that favour be too great, let my eyes at least 
distil some drops of comfort to my pining soul. 
Come, turn my scorched autumn into a green 
and pleasant spring, fill my dried bones with 
marrow, raise in my eyes a fountain of tears 
and in my heart a stream of love ; riga quod 
est aridum, 

V. The Israelites complained that their souls 
were dried up, seeing nothing else but manna. 
Poor men, how they deceived themselves ! Their 
misery was store of happiness, and had they 
known their own felicity they would have 
changed complaints into hymns of joy. Give 
me a taste of what they were cloyed withal, of 
that all-savouring and celestial manna, and I 
shall deem that penury a happiness. Or if 
Thou wilt give bounties like Thyself, great and 
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rich bounties, then rain down showers of manna 
on me, and water my barren works with the 
dew of g^ace. Fall softly on me, without noise, 
like rain on wool, that that deep stillness secure 
my soul : it is Thyself Fall sweetly, like 
morning dew upon the g^ass, that I may taste 
and see how sweet Thou art. Sink gently, yet 
copiously, into the secretest retreats within my 
soul, that in lieu of so long and great aridity 
there may arise a plenteous and lasting fountain, 
which heats shall not be able to dry up nor 
time consume ; that I may thereby enjoy Thy 
presence, and continue it till I be transplanted 
by Thy gracious hand from this dry and barren 
soil into the land of the living, where an infinite 
torrent of delights will never cease to flow. Riga 
quod est aridum. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Sana quod est saucium, 
' Cure what is wounded.* 

I. Cure what is wounded, or, to express 

more, cure what is all a wound ; for such am I. 

My Ufe is a continual warfare here on earth, in 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. I09 

which no respite fromfierce encounters hath been 
granted me, but from all sides whole showers 
of wounds as thick as hail fall on me. All my 
actions, words, and thoughts are by my subtle 
and potent enemies turned like as many darts 
against my soul, and none fall void ; so it is no 
wonder if I faint and die, but the greatest of won* 
ders that I live. Whither shall I turn myself for 
cure ? To whom shall I make request ?« Where 
shall I seek about ? I send not to Benedad for 
Thy prophet, much less with Ochosias to Beel- 
zebub, the god of Accaron, to inquire about my 
cure ; for the one will prove unprofitable, the 
other is impious. But with as much vigour as 
my faintness leaves me I will not cease to cry 
and call on Thee, who destroyest the heathenish 
idols, and who givest the prophets foreseeing 
eyes and a divining tongue to speak. To Thee 
I will lay my petition as open as my wounds. 
Sana quod est saucium, 

1 1. Come, great Physician* of wounded souls ; 
I beseech Thee, hear my prayer ; let not the 
horror of my wounds avert Thy merciful aspect, 
nor the certain danger I am in withhold Thy 
all-curing hand> but rather^ according to the 
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number of my miseries, bestow Thy mercies, 
and prevent my dangers with a speedy remedy. 
Those who are well need no physician, want no 
help, and ordinary wounds find ordinary sur- 
geons for their cure ; but mine are desperate, 
they are mortal, which none but Infinite Wisdom 
understands, nor none but Omnipotency hath 
power to cure. I have, with the Israelites, 
murmured against Thy ordinances and con- 
temned Thy goodness ; wherefore I am justly 
stricken by fiery serpents, which wound my 
soul to death. But raise the standard of the 
holy Cross within my heart, give me eyes to see 
and devotion to adore it, and I shall both find 
cure for the hurt received and a preservative 
for time to come^ Sana animam meam quia 
peccavi Tibi^ — ' Heal my soul, for I have sinned 
against Thee* (Ps. xL 5). 

III. My soul, with Mary, hath rebeUed 
against Thee, and envied the talents Thou be- 
stowest on others, and therefore now is stricken 
with this leprosyi with this consuming leprosy 
of sin. But I want a Moses to intercede for 
me, or some other of Thy great favourites, to 
whose prayer Thou wilt as graciously give ear. 
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and with as much facility yield to his request ; 
and therefore to move Thee I will clothe my 
prayer in the same words with his : Deus^ obsecro 
Sana eam,-^* O God, I beseech Thee, heal her* 
(Num. xii. 13). I am sick to death, with 
Ezechias, and a guilty conscience, like the pro* 
phet, bereaves me of all hope of life ; but be 
propitious to me, as Thou wert to him. Let 
me bend Thy mercies with my tears, and with 
my groans pbtain the promise of a longer life, 
a life which can feel no infirmity nor fear no 
death. To be secured here I will require no sign 
from heaven ; sed tantum die verbo^ et sana^ 
bitur arUtna mea, — < say only the word, and my 
soul shall be healed.' Thy word is a sovereign 
balm which cures all wounds, a precious anti- 
dote which resists all poisons, and a certain 
medicine to which no disease is incurable, no 
sickness mortal. Speak, then, some word of 
comfort to my wounded soul, and with speaking 
heal its wounds. Sana quod est saucium, 

iVi I am that poor decrepid man who for 
eight-and-thirty years have here lain groaning 
under my miseries, expecting to enter the 
gates of Thy endless mercies, but want help to 
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cast me in at the water's motions, for of myself 
I cannot move a foot. Come, Thou, and with 
a powerful Surge give me health and strength 
to rise, to take up this bed of flesh which 
aggravates the soul, and walk in the ways of 
Thy commandments. I am that unhappy man 
who, between Jerusalem and Jericho, falling 
into the hands of thieves, am wounded, stripped, 
and left half dead ; time-serving friends pass 
by and regard me not ; the best may lend some 
pity, but no cure^ Come, then, O blessed 
Samaritan, best Physician ; come, pour the 
wine of gladness and oil of mercy into my 
wounds, that I may be cured and live. When 
I reflect upon the length of time I have thus 
lain wounded without hope of cure, in which 
I have vainly wrestled with my infirmities, — in 
vulnus de vulture surgens, — and find myself 
daily to receive new wounds, the old ones by 
festering being turned to ulcers, I should not 
choose but sink into despair did I not raise 
my soul with the remembrance how Thou hast 
dispensed our times — that tempus occidendi is 
already past, and tempus sanandi is now 
arrived, this time of grace, this time of cure. 
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This, again, revives my failing hope ; this gives 
new courage, and bids me continue my wonted 
suit. Sana quod est saticium, 

V. Those who reign gloriously now in hea- 
ven were sometimes sinners like myself; yet 
none so full of sores, none so much laden with 
wounds as I. They were infirm in some one 
part or other, I in all. What was their ail of 
evil but a share of mine ? My soul is as full 
of sores as there are vices, as full of wounds 
as there are ways to sin ; or, to speak more 
fully, it is all one sore, all a wound. But Thou, 
who art medicafnenium vitce et imtnortaiitatis, 
— 'the medicine of life and immortality' (Ec- 
clus. vi. 16), — canst cure me wholly with Thy 
sovereign grace, and give me as perfect and 
as lasting health as the Saints enjoy. Come, 
then, cure all my wounds. Come, cure my 
feet, the inordinate affections of my mind, that 
rising I may walk and follow Thee through the 
ways of Thy commands and counsels. Come, 
cure my wounded hands ; restore and strengthen 
my working powers by giving me velle et per- 
ficere, — both a will to work and the work itself. 
Cure both my eyes and ears, which are deeply 

H 
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infected with the itch of curious knowing ; make 
them forsake the quest of vanity, and bend 
their search to nothing but Thy verity, to 
nothing but Thy will. Cure that unthrifty 
member, my licentious tongue, which gives 
and receives almost as many wounds as it 
speaks words. My head is wounded, not with 
a crown of thorns as my Saviour's was, but 
with the thorns of sinful thoughts, which pierce 
much deeper and procure more pain. O, come 
and be my Physician and my cure. My heart 
is wounded, not like the Spouse in the Canti- 
cles, with those happy darts of heavenly love, 
but with the poisonous arrows of concupiscence 
and mortal strokes of sin. Come, sovereign 
Physician of the soul, amove a me plagas istas^ 
— 'remove Thy scourges from me' (Ps. xxxviii. 
ii). I will not, with the humble centurion, beg 
Thee stay and with a word to cure me, because, 
though infinitely undeserving. Thy presence 
will make me worthy. But rather with the 
petty king will I importune Thy coming, and 
never cease to cry, Descende priusquam moria- 
tur anima mea^ — * Come down before that my 
soul die' (John iv. 49) ; for Thy coming will 
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be my cure, though all a wound ; Thy presence 
my recovery, though past hope. Sana quod 
est saucium^ 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Flecte quod est rigidum, 
' Bend what is stiiF.' 

I. When Thou first madest man of nothing 
and dwelledst within him, he was pliable and 
prone to all Thy wills ; but when by sin he 
lost Thee, with Thee he lost that quality and 
became inflexible. The sin transfused from 
Adam stiffens my soul in evil, but my own 
much more ; this earthly tabernacle in which I 
live fastens my heart unto terrene desires, and 
custom hardens it therein, so that it is now 
become more obstinate than adamant, which 
the blood of goats can soften ; whereas mine 
relents not, though often bathed with the Sacred 
Blood of Jesus Christ. Look how that un- 
grateful Nabal was hardened against King 
David when he besought him for relief, or how 
the Egyptian Pharaoh put on a heart of stone 
to retain Thy servants the house of Israel ; so 
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are my thoughts rebellious and my heart ob- 
durate against Thy wills. But I beseech Thee, 
Holy Spirit — Thou whose goodness breathes 
forth mercies in abundance, and whose mercies 
make the perversest will relent — let me not 
feel their punishments whose faults I imitate ; 
let me not reap with them what with them I 
have sowed. But please rather to soften this 
hardness which hath seized me, and to bend 
this stiffness into which I am frozen. Flecte 
quod est rigidum, 

II. How comes it ? I beseech Thee instruct 
my ignorance. How comes it that man alone 
is so rebellious to Thy will, when all other 
creatures in heaven and earth so strictly observe 
it, and are so punctually pliable thereunto ? 
And, above all others, how comes it that I alone 
am so rigidly stiff as not to bend when Thou 
inclinest, or turn when Thou recallest ? I see 
it is so, I see and lament it in myself, but mend 
not ; I see it, yet blush not ; custom and con- 
tinuance having made me impudent. Frons 
mulieris meretricis facia est mihit — 'I have a 
harlot's forehead* (Jer. iii. 3). When the Israelites 
murmured against their captain, Moses, Thou 
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revengedst his quarrel with sudden and dreadful 
plagues. When Absalom rebelled against his 
father Thou soon destroyedst him by the hand 
of Joab. And yet containest Thy anger when 
a worm rebels against Omnipotency, dust and 
ashes against an infinite Majesty ; whereas the 
least angry breath of Thine were more than 
enough to blast me into nothing. O miracle of 
patience beyond belief, O goodness above ad- 
miration great ! how can I choose but love 
Thee ? How can I forbear to hope, or hoping 
cease to cry, Flecte quod est rigidum t 

III. Tender twigs are bent with ease, but 
old green trees will sooner break than bend. 
My young and bending days are almost past, 
old age draws on ; wherefore, unless Thou bend 
me now, and change this stiffness into facility, 
I shall henceforth despair of altering. What 
though my heart be stone and equal to the rocks 
in hardness, yet if Thou strike it with a soften- 
ing touch it will not fail to gush forth waters in 
abundance : waters of contrition, waters of a 
melting love. What though it be of iron or of 
brass, that fire which Thou hast brought from 
heaven, ^wherewith Thou hast inflamed the 
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hearts of Saints, will mollify mine likewise, and 
melt its rigour into tenderness. I cannot with- 
out trembling read that sentence which Thou 
once didst dictate to the son of Sirach : Cor 
durum habebit male in novi^simOt — *A hard 
heart shall fare evil at the last' (Ecclus. iii. 2) ; 
for therein methinks it is I who am pointed at, 
and, being conscious of the guilt, I have just 
reason to expect the punishment, unless Thy 
mercy please to prevent the danger by softening 
and bending the stiffness of my heart in time. 
To which that I may move Thy goodness I will 
incessantly repeat, Flecte quod est rigidum, 

IV. Bend first the stiffness of my under- 
standing, allay those swellings of self-conceit by 
which my opinions shoulder for place with 
others, and captivate my reason by an humble 
belief /;/ obsequium ChrtsH^ — * to the obedience 
of Christ. ' Bend, secondly, my rigid will, and with 
Thy softening grace melt its obdurate hardness, 
that 1 may never more resist Thy inspirations, 
reject Thy counsels, nor wilfully struggle against 
Thy almighty power, but still attend to open when 
Thoii knockest, to follow when Thou callest, 
and to fly over mountains of difficulties when 
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Thou commandest. Bend also the stiffness of 
my neck, my stubborn resisting mind, wherewith 
rebelliously I neglect authority and oppose com- 
mands ; for I am and ever have been of like 
temper with the Jews — durum cervice et incir- 
cumciso corde, — 'stiff-necked and uncircumcised 
in heart' (Acts vii. 51}. Bend my rough pas- 
sions, and assuage their impetuous force, which 
hale me sundry ways at once, and like a mas- 
tering tide bear down my actions with main 
violence. Bend me wholly, bend all my stiffness, 
and mollify that hardness which in all occasions 
and at all times I feeL Inflame my heart with 
Thy searching fire of love, and its stiffness will 
soon relent, its rocky hardness will melt like 
wax, — -peira sicut ccera liquescent antefaciem 
Tuam. Dissolve that stiffness which age hath 
bred within me, and, like the eagle, renew my 
youth into its tender bending age. Make my 
heart pliable to Thy desires, conform to all Thy 
wills, that I may become, like David, vir se- 
cundum cor Tuum, Correct that crookedness 
which self-love and the weight of a strong con- 
cupiscence hath bowed me to, and strengthen 
my desires by the unerring rules of Thy com- 
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mands. Bend all my words and actions to the 
tenor of Thy counsels and best wills ; bend all 
my thoughts to please Thee ; and soften my 
heart into an aptitude to receive the softest 
impressions from Thee, that it may never more 
resist, but with greediness embrace Thy inspira- 
tions, those pledges of eternal bliss, until the 
happy hour arrive wherein I shall be blessed 
with the full embraces of Thy Deity, J^UcU 
quod est rigidum. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Fov€ quod est frigidum. 
' Warm what is cold.' 

I. Come, cherish what is cold, for I am 
already fainting before I call : a shivering cold- 
ness hath possessed me thoroughly, and will, if 
not prevented, freeze me into stone. It is not 
the chilling cold of a shaking ague of which I 
thus complain, for against that malady I might 
require the help of some on earth ; nor comes it 
from a cold distemper of the air about me, for 
against its injuries Thou hast already furnished me 
with remedies, more than Thou hast many whose 
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deserts are greater. Yet the cause of the cold 
I feel is not much unlike ; for absence of the 
sun is cause of the winter's cold. The cause of 
mine is want of Thy love, which gives life, light, 
and warmth to human souls. Thou hast long 
been absent from my hemisphere, and drawn 
my winter into the length of many years, whereby 
the cold hath such mastery in me that all 
warmth of grace is quite expelled. Come, then, 
like the careful hen, cherish my frozen spirit 
with the warmth of Thy holy grace, and shroud 
me under the wings of Thy endless mercy; 
come, repair my vigour, restore again my life ; 
fove quod est frigidutn. 

II. In times beginning, when the world was 
yet a chaos, the waters, by reason of their na- 
tive cold, were barren till Thou, the quickening 
Spirit of Almighty God, by hovering over them 
didst beget therein a fertile warmth and large 
fecundity. So is my unhappy soul bound up 
with cold from multiplying virtuous works, until 
Thou please to cherish it with the warmth of 
love, that that fruitful love, which by oversha- 
dowing would make it a fruitful mother, not 
only of good and moral virtues which, like fishes, 
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live where they are bred, but of acts more noble 
and sublime which, with a lofty wing, cease not 
to mount on high until they reach Thy throne, 
there to bespeak a place within Thy favour and 
in eternal rest. It is true, I must needs confess 
— and confession I hope will move both Thy pity 
and pardon — ^that I have oft, like the ungrateful 
serpent which fables mention, hissed at my 
cherisher. I have oft abused Thy greatest be- 
nefits, and employed the life Thou givest me to 
offend Thee more. But, O immensive Good- 
ness, let not my ingratitude withhold Thy 
favours, nor my malice conquer Thy boundless 
mercies ; but by how much greater Thou knowest 
my miseries pity me the more, and with Thy 
flames of charity come thaw the icy coldness of 
my breast. Fove quod est frigidum, 

III. I wondered heretofore at the strange 
history of David, who entertained a fair young 
virgin to cherish his old age and repair the de- 
caying heats of nature. But since I understood 
that action was a figure of what since is really 
practised in Thy Saints my wonder^ceases, and 
my soul presents an humble suit for admittance 
to that mystery. For though I am not arrived 
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to David's years, nor sunk into his decays, yet 
I am with the unjust judges inveUratus dierum 
malorum, — ^grown old in wickedness and become 
a subject of that heavy curse pronounced against 
the prelates on the mountain Hebal. I am 
stricken by inward fears and seized on by such 
a cold as no adventitious piece of art or nature 
is able to expel, no heat but that of grace, 
which, when Thou art pleased to give, non est 
qui se abscondit a calore Tuo, — from which none 
are willing to absent themselves, nor none are 
able. Come, then, impart it to my frozen heart, 
that, being freed from the straits in which it 
now lies chained, it may with exultation dilate 
itself in the liberty of Saints, and reign delight- 
fully in the kingdom of Thy charity. Fove quod 
estfrigidum, 

IV. Among all the world of wonders Thou 
hast wrought on earth to move our admiration 
and draw our loves, nothing hath been more 
great and glorious than when by overshadowing 
a spotless Virgin Thou madest her a mother — 
the best and happiest mother that ever was — 
of the best Child that was or can be. The like 
effect to this as none can deserve, so none may 
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expect or hope ; yet Thou please to pitch upon 
my soul and overshadow it, though in a far less 
proportion, I should not doubt to see it made 
the mother of a happy issue, of a plenteous 
brood of virtues. Come, then, infuse Thy hea- 
venly warmth into my barren soul ; work in it 
such wonders of that grace that all who see my 
change may, with Pharaoh's sages, exclaim. 
Digitus Dei est hie, — 'This is the finger of God* 
(Exod. viii. 19), — for 1 well know that Thou art 
a wonder-working Spirit. Thou enterest the 
understanding of unknowing men, and makest 
them prophets, evangelists, and apostles. Thou 
rushedst upon Sampson and gavest him a stu- 
pendous strength and courage ; Thou fiyest into 
the frozen hearts of sinners and inflamest them 
with ecstasies of love. Thou givest such forti- 
tude in persecution as to make of the frailest 
men, of the tenderest age, and the weakest sex 
great martyrs ; Thou instillest such fervour of 
devotion into Thy servants* prayers that they 
frequently break out in flames and rhapsodies 
of love. And shall I alone be the wonder of 
Thy neglect ? O, shall I, amidst all these won- 
ders, remain untouched ? If Thou wilt display 
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none of these wonders on me, at least vouchsafe 
to make me a subject of Thy daily works. 
Come, therefore, dissolve the icy coldness of my 
mind, disperse the stupidity of my reason, 
quicken the dulness of my vital spirits, en- 
lighten my understanding, inflame my will, set 
me all on fire, that my flames may rise inces- 
santly towards Thee, that I may be always 
burning till I am consumed on earth to find 
myself in a more happy being with Thee eter- 
nally in heaven. Fave quod est frigtdum. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Rege quod est devium, 
' Guide what goes astray.' 

I. Reduce what goes astray, and speedily re- 
call me from the errors I am wandering in, lest 
I go too far to be recalled, being one of those gui 
erraverunt ab utero, — 'who have gone astray 
from the womb* (Ps. Ivii. 4). The first steps 
of my childhood were placed in error, in the 
ways of sin; which I have ever since run in, by 
how much longer so much further from the 
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right. Blessed be that hand of mercy which 
hath hitherto withheld me from falling into the 
abyss of misery whither all errors lead, and 
from which there is no redemption. I have 
thus long walked in a beaten way, through which 
whole worlds of both sexes and all ages pass ; 
the number of companions gave me security 
that the way was right, and I, through a re- 
ceived opinion, content to venture myself in 
such good company. But, alas, I find, too late, 
that it is the broad highway which leads to ruin. 
It is the world and worldlings* ways which Thou 
forewarnest us of in Holy Writ. Fain would I 
forsake this company, leave this way, and 
change it for that narrow path which Thou hast 
pointed forth ; but cannot find it, those clouds 
of dust which are raised amongst us do blind 
mc so : nor know I of whom to require it but 
Thyself. Come, then, sure Guide of all who 
implore Thy aid, vias Tuas demonstra mihi, — 
show me those strait and narrow ways, those 
ways of Thine, by which nothing unhallowed or 
profane can walk ; direct me to that way of life 
which proclaims itself, saying. Ego sum via^ 
Veritas et vita, — • I am the Way, the Truth, and 
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the Life,' that way whose steps are truth, whose 
end is life. Rege quod est dnnum. 

II. I am that unhappy sheep which hath 
strayed so long, so £sir from Thee, my Pastor, 
and from Thy fold. Come^ Pastor bone; come, 
seek me, lead me home ; or rather lay me on 
Thy neck and bear me, for I am so far spent, 
so tired and pined, that I can neither go nor 
moYe but as Thou earnest me. I have long 
wandered thus by night in that horrid desert of 
a darkened conscience, that those small glim- 
merings I see and all I hear affright me; a 
desert stored with lions, tigers, and other ra> 
venous beasts still yawning to devour me, and 
where at every step I am in danger of a preci- 
pice, no less than heU. Come, then, O God of 
Israel, be my Conduct ; come, guide me in a 
doud by day and in a piUar of fire by night, 
that so I may escape those infinite dangers 
which thus threaten me, and at length arrive 
at the land of promise, which flows with milk 
and honey. Rege quod est devium, 

III. When Agar wandering in the desert 
Bersabee had lost herself with her only child, 
and fuller of despair than tears cried out to Tbee 
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for aid. Thy goodness deigned to hear and by 
an angel to send her comfort. When young 
Tobias sought a guide to direct his journey, 
Thou gavest him the Angel Raphael ; and what 
was then done visibly to these two Thou dost 
invisibly to all, by giving each of us our angel 
guardian. These are g^reat benefits, such as 
with prostrate hearts we must acknowledge. 
Yet Thy goodness gives me courage to implore 
a greater — that Thou wouldst come Thyself and 
be my Guide. Tu dux tneus et notus meus; for 
though Thy angels exceed in goodness and 
abound in patience, yet the perverseness of my 
will is able to conquer any goodness which is 
not infinite, and to increase all patience which 
is not Thine. Refer me not therefore only to 
the angels' care, but come Thyself and g^ide 
me through the deceiving labyrinths of this 
life. Come, and reduce me from my erroneous 
ways, direct my straying steps, rege quod est 
devium. 

IV. Thy ways are strait, and even the ways 
of truth, — omncs via Tuts Veritas; but I have 
erred in the crooked by-paths of dissimulation 
and wandered in the deceitful labyrinth of lies. 
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Thy ways are humble, such as our Saviour 
taught and exhorted us to learn ; but I have 
still placed myself in the walks of pride, and 
climbing tired myself //; mirabilibus super me, 
—'in wonderful things that are above me' 
(Ps. cxxx. 2). Thy ways are full of light — 
they are light itself, which illuminates the 
hearts of men ; and 1 have hitherto walked in 
the night, I have strayed in darkness, et palpo 
quasi in tenebris. Come, Light of the world ; 
come, guide my erring steps, show me the way 
of life, that I may walk therein and live ; but 
come accompanied with the light Thou dwellest 
in, that great and glorious light, or else my 
blindness will not see to follow. Come, call 
me into the way, but with a voice so loud as 
may pierce my deafness, with such a voice as 
is heard by the hearts, not by the ears, of men. 
Come, lead me into the way; or if my wilfulness 
hang back and refuse to follow, rege me in 
virgaferrea, — 'guide me with a rod of iron;' 
whip me in with scourges and with scorpions ; 
let tribulation, let persecution, let miseries drive 
me in ; let me be derided, scorned, and con- 
temned ; let nature and malice strive to outvie 
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each other in loading me with all the evils man 
can suffer which way soever Thou wilt, so that 
I at last may enter. Or if Thy goodness please 
to deal more mildly with me, such a depth of 
frailty, with such an excess of weakness, O, draw 
me after Thee, — trahe me post 7>, — draw sweetly, 
yet draw strongly. Or if I shall never follow, 
draw me with the chains of love, draw me by 
the heart, that being once entered I may run in 
the odours of Thy ointments, in that admirable 
way of Saints, in that way of eternal life which 
ends in Thee, the Fountain of all life and Glory 
of Saints and Angels. Rege quod est devium. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

Dti Tuis fidelibus 

In TV confidentibus 

Sacrum septenarium. 

• Give Thy faithful, who trust in Thee, Thy holy 
sevenfold gifts.' 

I. Bestow Thy sevenfold graces on the 
faithful who confide in Thee ; bestow them gratis, 
for we are wholly unable to deserve the least. 
We are Thy humble suitors who petition Thee. 
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We plead no merit, lay claim to no desert. We 
have made no friends to move Thy favour or 
to procure a gracious audience. All we confide 
in is Thy excess of goodness^ and the bounty 
Thou art wont to show to men in want when 
they implore Thy aid. The greatness of our 
wants gives arguments for our hopes, because 
Thy mercies there are greatest where there are 
greatest needs ; our needs embolden us to ask, 
and, as we hope, will move Thee to bestow. Thy 
gifts we beg are great — great in themselves and 
greatly beneficial to us — yet easy for Thee to 
give, whose treasures are inexhaustible and 
goodness infinite. Other benefits we ask of 
God the Father, some others of God the Son ; 
but these are appropriated to Thyself, and by a 
peculiar title are styled Thine : to Thee, there- 
fore, in this petition we address ourselves. Thee 
only we implore : give us those sevenfold gifts 
which are styled Thine. Da sacrum septcna- 
rium, 

II. Enrich us with the gifts of Wisdom, Un- 
derstanding, Counsel, Knowledge, Fortitude, 
and Piety, with the Fear of God, — those gifts 
which rest eternally on our Saviour Christ, the 
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world's Redeemer, as in their endless fountain, 
and from His fulness flow in living streams 
upon all Thy elected servants. Come, derive 
these streams on me ; endow me with the gift of 
Fear, which is initium sapientice, — ' the begin- 
ning of wisdom ;* that being deeply struck with 
the thought of sad mortality, and frighted at the 
hourly approach of death and that which ren- 
ders death so terrible, final judgment, the swell- 
ing motions of my pride may be by it nailed 
fast unto the Cross. Cofifige timore Tuo carries 
meaSt — 'Pierce my flesh with Thy fear' (Ps. 
cxviii. 120). Join to this fear that Piety which 
moulds our hearts into a capacity to receive 
the impressions of Thy commands, which gives 
us a feeling tenderness of our neighbours* suf- 
ferings and a ready willingness to supply their 
wants. But lest this pity, through the mist of 
errors we live in, should be misled, add here- 
unto the gift of Knowledge, which teacheth 
perfectly to discern Thy law, and in treating 
with our neighbour wherein to condescend, 
wherein to resist his will, that so I may love 
and serve Thee for Thyself and him for Thee. 
But how often happens it that I have light to 
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know, yet neither will nor courage to effect ! 
Supply, therefore, this want with the gift of 
Fortitude, that the smiling face of no allure- 
ments may dissuade, no difficulties deter, nor 
threats affright me from acting what I know, 
from performing all Thy wills. Nor lest my 
perverseness abuse Thy gifts even to the ruin 
of my soul, and that unwary fortitude may not 
degenerate to rashness, which oft runs hazard 
of a precipice, second Thy former benefits with 
the gift of Counsel, that I may discuss ma- 
turely all my undertakings, and try in the just- 
est balance my designs before I attempt them. 
Neither here let Thy bounty cease, because my 
wants here cease not ; for how can I consult, 
who know not the good or evil which may ensue 
from future actions? To perfect, therefore, 
this, supply me witji the gift of Understanding : 
Da mihi intelUctum ut discam mandata Tua^ — 
' Give me understanding, that I may learn Thy 
commandments* (Ps. cxv. 73). But, O Foun- 
tain of eternal goodness, end not here, and hot 
before Thou hast made an end, and the num- 
ber of Thy favours perfect. Da sacrum sep" 
tcnarium. 
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III. And seeing I am gone thus far, let me 
not desist till I have pbtained the last and best 
of all, that Thou mayest thereby crown Thy 
benefits and my felicity. Conclude, then, Thy 
favours, I beseech Thee, with the gift of Wis- 
dom, to which these former serve as steps. Not 
the wisdom of this world, which enables men to 
achieve their proper ends, and in a specious 
way to supplant their neighbour, for this in 
Thy sight is naught but folly ; nor wisdom of 
the flesh, which furnisheth men with skill to 
please their appetites, and with cunning to 
satiate their own desires, for that is an enemy 
to God ; but the wisdom I demand is that 
which is divine, which an Apostle exhorts us to 
beg of Thee, and assures us of a grant ; which 
teaches us to know Thee, and in Thee our- 
selves ; which raises our hearts above the tumul- 
tuous cares and noises of this world, and places 
them in a secure and happy peace. See, Good- 
ness, how much I ask, though unable to deserve 
the least : I ask Thy sevenfold gifts, and in 
them d,ll which is good and great ; and because 
they are such I will iterate my requests until I 
speed : Da sacrum septenarium. 
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IV. But yet my importunity is not arrived 
so far as to beg these gifts for unbelieving men. 
I know the gate which gives first entrance here- 
unto is faith, and those who find it shut can 
have no hope to obtain Thy mercies, no means 
to beg or light to know them. Non pro mundo 
rogo, — I beg not for the world of infidels, of mis- 
believing Christians, but only for faithful souls, 
for Thy faithful servants, da Tuis fidelibus sa- 
crum septenarium, 

V. True faith is a beginning of Thy benefits, 
a spring-time of the eternal year of bliss, and a 
morning to that happy day of grace and glory : 
vouchsafe, then. Holy Ghost, to perfect Thy first 
gifts, and whom Thou hast endued with faith 
enrich with the treasures of Thy other bounties. 
Add to this gentle spring a plenteous autumn, 
to this fair morning a clear and sunshiny day : 
crown Thy first gift of faith with these great 
favours, but in such only who confide in Thee ; in 
such whose hearts, being raised by the wings of 
hope above all those fears which sad mortality 
or despair itself is able to suggest, mount with 
an humble yet a daring confidence near to the 
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throne of mercy. Da Tuisfidelibus in Te confix 
denUbus sacrum septenarium. 

VI. Behold, Thy faithful servants lying pro- 
,strate do adore Thy goodness and beg Thy 
favours : we all join hearts and hands to move 
Thee. Our confidence is fixed in Thee alone ; 
our hope is placed on nothing in ourselves, 
nothing in earth nor heaven besides Thyself : 
but in Thee our hopes are great as are our 
needs, raised on a power and goodness infinite, 
confirmed by favours formerly received, Thy 
first benefits being still forerunners to make way 
for greater. Nor can our confidence be deceived, 
who are taught by the mouth of Truth that what- 
soever we ask in prayer with faith and confidence 
we shall receive. Thou hast pleased already to 
enlighten us with Thy faith. Thou hast already 
enlarged our hearts with confidence : give now the 
fruit of both the one and the other, those seven- 
fold gifts which we so much desire and so much 
want. Da Tuts fidelibus in Te confidentibus 
sacfum septenarium. 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. 137 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Da virtutis meritum, 
' Give the merit of virtue.' 

I. Give me the merit of virtuous works ; for 
unless Thou give it I can merit nothing, I can 
do nothing welL The happy state our first 
parents were created in was capable of human 
merits ; for though Thy grace enabled them to 
work, yet it so cooperated that the work was 
theirs, their merits were their own.* But since 
their unhappy fall our condition is sunk so 
low, our abilities are so decayed, that the same 
grace can avail us nothing : our weakness now 
requires a greater strength, our maimed will a 
more forcible activity to work ; we stand in need 
of a more powerful, of a conquering grace, ^ua 
datvelle et perficere^ — which gives the first de- 
sires, the will, the work, the merit — which gives 
all in all. When I cast back my eye on the 
time past and actions of my life, and there be- 
hold how all, or the greatest part of all, my 

* Vide Bellarm. De Gratia Primi Hominis^ cap. iv. 
vii,~ED. 
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thoughts, my words and works were tainted in 
their spring by aiming at ends either vain or 
worse, and thereby as void of merit as full of 
sin, — how can I choose but know, and knowing 
confess, that merit is not my own nor in my 
power to gain, but in Thine alone to give ? and 
in this acknowledgment how can I choose but 
with heart and voice cry out unto Thee, Da 
virtutis meritum f 

II. I have given myself the merit, or rather 
demerit, of an unknown number of iniquities, et 
bibi quasi aquam iniquitaiem, — * I have drunk 
iniquity like water ;* from the first capacity of 
my youth, even to my decaying years, I have 
wallowed hourly in the mire of sin, and made 
sensuality my only solace : for to that alone my 
birthright had enabled me — or, to say more truly, 
had disenabled me to do better. But to ascend 
that uneasy path of virtue, to obtain the merit 
of any virtuous act, I had no power from nature, 
none from mine own endeavours, none at all 
but from the free gift of Thy bounteous hand. 
Give me, then, this treasure, which none can 
give me but Thyself ; make me transcend the 
obstacles which occur ; make me ascend those 
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Steps which Saints have trodden forth de viriute 
in virtutemj give me the ability, the will, the 
work itself ; da viriutis meritum, 

III. Those vices which nature hath bred and 
custom nourished in me are so numerous that 
by treading on them, and making of every one 
a step, I might raise my soul to a high degree 
in virtue, and enrich it with store of merit. 
But where shall I purchase grace to mount so 
high ? Where shall I procure a will to take 
such pains, unless Thou prevent the one with 
the blessings of Thy sweetness, and be to me 
the other Thyself ? quia TuesDeusforiiiudomea, 
— * for Thou, O Lord, art my strength/ Give 
me, then, first, the hatred of all vice ; give me 
the love of virtue, a strong desire of good ; g^ve 
me all virtuous habits, for they are Thine, Thou 
being the God of virtues, — Domine Deus virtu-- 
turn. Give me whatever Thou commandest, what- 
ever Thou consellest or exhortest me to ; give 
me all that is pleasing to Thyself, all that is 
good for me. Da virtutis meritum, 

IV. I have too often merited Thy anger, 
incurred Thy indignation; millions of times 
have I incurred these punishments I feel, those 
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miseries which afflict my body and torment my 
mind : yea, I have deserved more evil than na- 
ture can inflict upon me or give me power to 
bear ; I have deserved more torments than are 
in hell, more hells than there are torments in 
it ; but from deserving any good of Thee I am 
as void as when I first was bom, and so shall 
ever be unless Thou give it me, who girdest 
Thy servants about with virtue. It is willingly 
confessed I can pretend no title, plead no right, 
nor challenge the least favour Thou canst be- 
stow. I have nothing in me, nor can I do any- 
thing, to invite Thy pity ; but as a worthless 
beggar must expect all gratis, and acknowledge 
all to spring from Thy sole mercies, from the 
free bounty of Thy goodness. For even these 
petitions I present Thou givest, these very 
thoughts are inspired by Thee ; and if at any 
time I practise a virtuous act it is Thy gift : my 
good works are not my own, but Thine, by 
every one of which Thou obligest me more, but 
art far from being my debtor. Come, then, 
oblige me still ; it is my happiness to receive of 
Thee, and a property of Thy goodness always 
to give. Give me a plenteous store of virtues, 
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give me a store of virtuous merits. Da virtutis 
meriium, 

V. When our Saviour Christ conversed on 
earth, the books of truth assure us quia virlus 
delllo exibat et sandbat omnes, — * thatvirtuepro- 
ceededfrom Him and cured all ;* from His Sacred 
Body issued a virtue curing all bodily infirmities. 
What may we then expect from Thee, who art 
a sacred Spirit, who art one of the Blessed 
Trinity, which is both One and Three, who art 
the Holy of Holies ? What may we hope from 
Thee but that there proceeds a virtue to cure 
all spiritual infirmities, to heal all the maladies 
of our souls ? These maladies are vices, these 
cures are virtues, and I well know that virtue 
proceeds from Thee, as from its fountain. Come, 
then, send forth some rivulets from that im- 
mense source upon my soul ; or rather derive 
vast torrents, flow whole seas of virtues on me, 
for by giving Thou wilt enlarge my capacity to 
receive. Dilate my soul, and fill it to its high- 
est extent, that I may be replenished with virtue 
and filled with virtuous merits in this life, which 
are the seeds of glory for the future. Da vir- 
ttitis meritum. 



142 PARAPHRASE OF THE 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Da salutis exUum, 
' Give a safe ending. ' 

I. Give me a happy death, a joyful exit from 
the stage of this mortality, when my part is 
ended. And, alas, how truly is this life a scene, 
where homo vanitati similis /actus est, dies ejus 
sicut umbra pretereunt, — * man is like to vanity, 
his days pass away like a shadow* (Ps. cxliii. 4). 
Our birth is the entrance on this stage, our 
spectators Saints and Angels; our part the 
actions of our life, which seldom express us as 
we are, but as we feign ourselves and would 
seem to be ; our exit is the period of this life, 
where, the curtain being once drawn by death, 
we are in the tiring-room of the earth, spoiled 
of our acting robes, this body. Jhou art, most 
Holy Spirit, the sole director of this great scene ; 
Thou guidest our voice, our hands, our hearts. 
Vouchsafe to inspire me with such moving 
strains, and to give such life to all my motions, 
that the repentance of my life may joy the 
angels, and the happiness of my death may merit 
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their applause with the blessing of Thy endless 
bliss. Da salutis exitum, 

II. This world is a school, where the com- 
mon lesson of all mortals is to learn to die — to 
die a happy death which ends in a better life. 
Thou art Head - Master of this school, the 
learned Reader of this philosophy. Teach me 
my lesson perfectly ; but give me what Thou 
teachest, or Thou wilt teach in vain ; for I am 
extremely stupid, as dull as is the earth which 
gave me being. My ears are deafened with 
the noise of worldly tumults — I cannot hear 
Thy voice ; my eyes are dazzled with the de- 
ceitful glory of this life — I cannot see nor read 
Thy precepts ; my reason is clouded with a 
mist of error and shadowed with a mist of 
ignorance — I cannot understand this doctrine 
Thou dost profess ; and which is worse than 
all, my rebellious will resists, it will not attend 
nor learn. Come, therefore, Thou God of Know- 
ledge ; teach me this important lesson how to 
learn to die ; but make me therewithal doci- 
bilis Deif — ' teachable of God.* Give me ears 
and eyes to hear and see ; give me will and 
wit to learn and understand. Dictate aloud 
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to me ; say to my soul, ScUus tua Ego sum, — * I 
am thy salvation ;' but speak so that I may 
hear ; speak to my heart that it may feel the 
impressions of Thy voice ; teach so as I may 
learn, and give me what Thou teachest ; teach 
me to die happily, and give me a happy death. 
Da salutis exitum. 

III. I know the fatal hour must come in 
« which this change is to be made, this great 
and admirable change wherein mortality shall 
be changed into immortality and time into 
eternity ; but when and where this shall arrive 
is a secret revealed to none. 1 ask not to be 
exempt from this adamantine law, nor with 
Ezechias do I pour forth tears to have my life 
prolonged ; nor yet do I with Elias and Jonas 
cry out unto Thee, Tolle quceso animam meam, 
— *I beseech Thee, take my life from me* 
(Jonas iv. 3) ; because I know such as render 
their last breath to Thee and die Thy ser- 
vants have lived long enough, though yet but 
infants ; and who dies otherwise departs too 
sQon, though elder than aged Mathusala. 
But my petition tends to bespeak a happy 
death, to procure a secure harbour for my 
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shipwrecked vessel, a safe retreat from the 
battles of this life, and a clear sunset after this 
stormy day. Give me a happy passage, which 
may end my miseries and begin my bliss. 
Give me a happy end. Da salutis exitiwi, 

IV. The iniquity of my life deserves, I must 
confess, the worst of deaths, for which if Thy 
justice should exact revenge, and command the 
earth to open and hell to swallow me alive, as 
it did Core with his accomplices ; if it should 
call fire from heaven to consume me as Elias 
did on the bands of soldiers ; or if after tasting 
the bitter dram of death Thou shouldst con- 
demn me to an eternal draught of that fiery 
lake which is the second death, — I could not 
justly murmur, but must acknowledge Thy 
eternal verity, and with an awful reverence 
adore Thy judgments. Yet seeing Thou art a 
mercy infinite, seeing Thy mercies shine above 
all Thy works, though with trembling I con- 
fess Thy justice, yet I take boldness to implore 
those mercies, and to beg a much better end 
than I do or can deserve. Grant me, then, 
sole Comforter of departing souls, grant me 
my last petition — rnoHattir anima mea morte 

K 
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justorum, — 'let my death be like the just/ like 
Thy elected servants, like Thy Saints ; give 
me a blessed, give me a saving death. Da 
salutis exilum, 

V. Philosophy hath painted death of all 
terrors the most terrible ; and that deser\'edly, 
because it separates us from all we love — it 
separates us from ourselves. And truly if the 
object of our love be temporal things, and not 
eternal, if our affections be fixed on things 
which time can deprive us of and eternity can- 
not give, those terrors are too true ; for death 
is that narrow gulf through which our ships 
must sail from the straits of time, where all 
things grow old with it, to the unmeasured 
ocean of eternity, where all is free from the 
strait limits both of time and place. Death 
is our second birth. In the first, our mother 
by the midwife's help delivers us from her 
narrow and darksome womb into this spacious 
and lightsome world ; in the second. Nature 
by the help of death delivers us from this 
world and time into eternity, whose vastness 
hath no limits, whose durance knows no end. 
This sequel of our death makes death so fear- 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. 1 47 

All, for where the tree once falls it still remains ; 
in the state our soul departs it persists for ever. 
This makes us so solicitous for that hour, this 
awakes our fears, this kindles and inflames our 
prayers, this moves us to direct our cries to 
Saints and Angels, to solicit the whole court of 
heaven for our gasping friends ; this makes us 
with bended knees and hearts to implore assist- 
ance from the Mother of Mercies at that hour 
with redoubled cries, Et hora mortis suscipe^ — 
* In the hour of death receive me ;' and this, in 
fine, makes me in the secretest withdrawings of 
my heart sigh out my prayers for mercy in that 
hour to which the moments of my life post on, 
on which eternity depends — that hour when 
human hope shall wholly fail, when my best 
and greatest friends can assist me only with 
their tears and sighs. Then, when a deadly 
sweat shall fall on all my limbs, and hideous 
groans breathe forth the last and deepest an- 
guish of my soul ; in that last moment, when 
all my corporal powers are rent in sunder to 
let forth my soul, — then, O then, or never, O 
endless Abyss of Mercy — then shower down 
Thy mercies on me, or I perish ; dart then 
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one spark of celestial lire into my son], and 
grant that I may not end my life in death, but 
that my death may end in a never-ending life. 
Amen. Da salutis exitum. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

Da perenne gaudium. 
' Give endless joy.' 

I. Give me a never-ending joy, a joy which 
exceeds all measure and all time. The object 
of those demands I hitherto have made, though 
grcati yet still was limited within some bounds 
and measured by the weak capacity of the 
receiver ; but now, my soul being freed from her 
earthly prison, delivered from the cloak of flesh, 
and by the wings of thought borne up beyond 
the celestial spheres, non est mortale quodopto^ 
— my desires stoop now no more to earth, they 
descend not to lesser objects ; but bearing up 
constantly in their towering flight, they aim at 
nothing but immortality, eternity, and such stu- 
pendous mysteries which our weakness here 
can only admire, but not conceive. Give me, 



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS. 1 49 

Fountain of Eternal Joy, give me a joy eternal, 
a joy which no sad thought can interrupt, no 
accident distract, nor length of time diminish. 
Give me a full, an overflowing joy, such as no 
mortal heart is capable to receive, no earthly 
understanding to comprehend. Da percnne gau* 
dium. 

II. When I examine the joys this life affords, 
and balance well the pleasures men here reap, 
though heightened to their greatest perfection, 

1 find them in their being either adulterate and 
mixed with bitterness, or else so flat and lifeless 
that they scarce warm the heart, much less 
dilate it to its full extent ; all come a world too 
short to fill our appetites and satiate our desires. 
Their abode, as swift as lightning, may be 
measured by moments rather than by hours, 
such a nothing their being is ; and ending, they 
verify that word of truths Extrenm gaudii lucius 
occupat, — * Mourning hath taken hold of the 
end of joy* (Prov. xiv. 13) ; for even the choicest 
of them end in bitterness and distaste. And 
what wonder, seeing it is alone sufficient to 
sadden us that our joys are spent ? But none 
of those poor attributes accompany the felicity 
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I demand of Thee ; that is all spiritual, all 
heavenly ; the elixir of all joys, that replenishes 
our souls to a full satiety, and filling them en- 
kindles our gust anew. Come, give me a full 
and lasting draught of this felicity ; inebriate 
me with this torrent of delights ; give me this 
joyful end, these endless joys. Da perenne 
gaudiujn, 

III. I forget not myself so much as to re- 
quire a taste of these transporting pleasures 
while yet I dwell in flesh and feel the weakness 
of this earthy mansion. No, no ! I know too 
well that the least drop of these ravishing de- 
lights would in the selfsame moment start my 
astonished soul forth of its body, and inflame 
it to a lightning vapour. I know and believe 
what Thou saidst to Thy servant Moses, that 
none could see Thee and live ; wherefore I seek 
not what my condition is not capable to con- 
ceive. But the favour I desire is greater, though 
more frequent : that when the thread of my life 
is spun, and the glass of my hours run out, I 
may have a room in the land of the living among 
the Saints, where I shall reap in joy what I 
have sown in tears ; where I shall bear a part 
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in the celestial choir, and help to sing an 
Alleluia to Thy praise /// scecuium scecuii, — * for 
ever and ever.' This is the humble suit of Thy 
humblest vassal, which if Thou grant I shall 
ne'er ask more, because I shall ne'er need ; for 
there my necessities all will cease, my desires 
will lind their contenting objects, and my soul 
will be fully centred in the seat of eternal 
happiness, in Thee Thyself, who art its eternity 
and its joy. Da ferenne gaudium. 

IV. If after myriads of ages the joys I ask 
could cease they would be poor imperfect joys, 
though in themselves excessive, because the 
very thought of losing a happiness so great 
would beget a restless anguish ; but that felicity 
to which my hopes aspire and my petitions 
move is crowned with the security of an eternal 
durance. When we have passed as many ages 
amidst those joys as the whole extent of time 
hath moments, we have yet spent nothing of 
eternity, but are as far from ending as when we 
first began, and so shall ever be. Deleciationes 
in dextera Tua usque infinem^ — * At Thy right 
hand are delights even to the end' (Ps. xiv. 1 1), 
until that end which never can have end. Nor 
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can this long continuance dull our appetite, or 
make these pleasures stale, because the object 
is a beauty infinite, which our souls shall face 
to face contemplate, and though as old as eter- 
nity in itself, yet still as new to the beholders as 
in its first appearance ; pulchritudo tajn aniiqua 
et tarn nova, — a beauty so old that it hath never 
changed, so new that it ever feeds the greedy 
eyes of all beholders with an admirable variety 
of wonders, so infinitely complete in all re- 
spects that it holds the blessed souls in a per- 
petual ecstasy of joy. This supreme goodness 
is the subject of my petition, this is the happi- 
ness my soul so longs for, the felicity I shall 
never cease to beg as long as I have a heart 
to think or breath to say. Da perenne gaudium, 
V. If the joys I ask were anything but Thy- 
self they could not, though eternal, work with 
such force up^n me as to render me thus im- 
portune, nor when obtained give a restful 
satiety unto my soul ; for our heart being made 
for Thee Thyself, it cannot find its rest but in 
Thee alone. It is not, therefore. Thy gifts that 
now I seek, 'tis not Thy treasures nor Thy 
glory if separate from Thyself; but it is Thee 
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alone who makest those gifts, those treasures, 
and that glory so desirable. It is Thee alone I 
love, Thee alone for whom my panting heart 
thus longs, and in whom it can and shall enjoy 
its full content. Come, then. Thou Summum 
Bonum, Thou sole and highest felicity of all 
created hearts ; come and accomplish my de- 
sires. Give me Thyself. And since no mortal 
eye can behold Thy face and live, O, let me see 
Thee, that I may die therewith ; let me die, that 
I may see Thee eternally, that so being stripped 
of this mortality I may leap into Thy boundless 
Deity, and there ingulf and lose myself in a 
happy trance of bliss while eternity doth last, 
while Thou art God equal and one with the 
Father and Son for ever and ever. Amen. 



Our btar |f olj^ jfat^tr, 

Sanctum semper opus in me spira, ut cogitem. 
Always inspire some good in me, that I may 
think. 

Campelle utfaciam. 

Force me to effect it. 

Suade ut Te diligam. 

Persuade me to love Thee. 

Confirfna me ut Te teneam. 

Strengthen me that I may hold Thee fast. 

Custodi me, ne Te perdam. 

Keep me that I may never lose Thee. 



A PARAPHRASE OR EXPLANATION 

OF THE 

PATER NOSTER. 



Of all pure prayers unintermixed with myste- 
ries the Pater Noster is the best and greatest. 
The greatest, because made and taught us by 
the greatest and holiest person that ever was 
or can be — our Saviour Jesus Christ — and is 
therefore called ratio Dominica^ — our Lord's 
Prayer. The best because, in few and effica- 
cious words, it contains all those many and 
great necessities the whole world of men are, 
or can ever be, subject to ; and it is the perfect 
model by which all prayers are ever since com- 
posed. 

The frequent use this prayer is in, both in 
the private devotion of every Christian, and in 
the public office of the Church, gives occasion 
that it has become a verbal, not a cordial, 
prayer. We often repeat the words as school: 
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boys do their lessons of books, but neither know 
nor look into the sense ; which is not only a 
misspending of our time» but a singular dis- 
respect to our Saviour Christ, its author ; and 
to Almighty God, towards whom we pretend to 
direct our prayer. 

To the end, therefore, that we may gain at- 
tention, that our heart may accompany our 
tongue, and we make profit of our prayer, I 
have penned this explication or paraphrase 
upon it, to teach what every petition compre- 
hends. 

To make way for which we must know that 
the beginning of the Pater Noster is an invo- 
cation directing our following speech to God. 
Then follow seven petitions. In the former we 
beg to be supplied with all the good we want, 
spiritual and temporal ; in the latter three to 
be delivered from all evil, past, present, and to 
come. 

Besides the use which is generally made of 
this prayer by all, we may by it practise that 
perpetual mental prayer I spake of before ; 
which may be done by choosing the subject of 
some one of these petitions whereon to exer.ci8e 
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and spend the desires and longings of our 
souls. If we find particular devotion to any 
one, and that the continuance of the same 
things still, tires not our mind with tediousness, 
it will be profitable to use one always ; but if 
variety take us more, and change be grateful to 
our spirit, we may apply one to every day, and 
so complete the seven petitions in the seven 
days of the week. The practice will be, as all 
things are, difficult and dry in the beginning ; 
but after some time it will prove easy, and 
more profitable than can be conceived. 



THE PREFACE OR INVOCATION. 
Pater noster qui es in ccelis. 

Father of our souls, which Thou hast made 
of nothing ; Father of our bodies, more emi- 
nently than earthly parents are, to Whom they 
owe all power of being fathers ; Father who in- 
structest us in the stupendous mysteries of 
faith, and justly yet mercifully convictest us for 
our faults ; Father from whose hand we receive 
our present maintenance, both of grace and 
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nature, and from whom we expect an inherit- 
ance of heavenly glory ; Father of orphans and 
of the poor ; Father of mercies and of grace, 
— if I appear before Thee single and alone, the 
guilt of my misdeeds proclaims me unworthy 
to be Thy child, and forbids me to call Thee 
Father. Wherefore I come in body with Thy 
Saints, that what in me is wanting may be in 
them supplied. 

I come as a small parcel of that Church 
whereof Thou art the Founder ; as a little 
member of that body of which Thou art the 
Head ; who jointly with one heart and voice, 
emboldened with Thy commands, presume to 
say. Pater noster, — * Our Father.' Not mine, or 
his, as proper to either of us ; or rather, both 
mine and his and every one's, as a common 
Father to us all ; as the Father of all believers, 
of us all whom Thou hast adopted in the Sacra- 
ment of Baptism, and who call upon Thee with 
a filial heart and childlike confidence. 

Our Father, which art not like our earthly 
parents, dependent in their being from others ; 
who are not truly what they are, but only have 
what they have given them by Thee. Thou 
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art from all eternity, and in all times the same, 
before beginning and beyond all end ; Thy 
being is Thine own ; it is Thyself ; who never 
yet wert young, or canst be old ; or rather, who 
wert old before time was, and wilt be young 
when time is ended ; yet still without all change 
the same. 

Which art in the heaven of a just man's soul, 
observing there his wants and marking with a 
steadfast eye the scope of his desires, and still 
prepared to hear the silent clamours of his 
heart. 

Which art in the heaven of Thy Church, pro- 
tecting it from error and the gates of hell ; in- 
structing it in all divine and necessary truths, 
and leading it through time to eternity, through 
grace to glory ; which art in the heaven of 
heavens, crowning Thy Saints and Angels with 
immensive joys ; disposing of all things created 
and all their motions with a wisdom infinite ; 
and granting our petitions, which first Thou 
movest us to present. 
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PETITION I. 
Sanctificetur nomen Tuum . 

Hallowed be Thy Name, Thy honour. Thy 
renown, which in itself is and was ever holy ; 
that Name which the Jews, through an awful 
reverence, durst never speak ; at which all hearts 
incline and all knees bow ; that Name which is 
so holy that, being shed into the ears of men, 
it sinks, like oil, into their hearts, and makes 
them saints. Let that be glorified and blessed : 
not in itself, as being already so above all 
diminution or increase ; nor by our vows and 
prayers, which can have no effect thereon ; but 
in Thy servants, in our lives and conversation. 
Make them such that those who see them may 
glorify Thy Name, not ours ; make them to 
know that the glory of our works cannot re- 
dound to us : for the evil deserve none, the 
good are not ours, but Thine — that is, they are 
not ours but by Thy liberal gift ; for in them 
Thou movest us to the first good thought, Thou 
enkindlest our desires, Thou inflamest our wills, 
and by our hands effectest the work. All, 
therefore, which is good in us being Thine, it 
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were injustice to attribute the glory thereof to 
us. Let not this injustice possess men's hearts, 
let it not possess our own, but make us appro- 
priate what is Thine to Thee, and to ourselves 
what is ours ; to us all evil, all blame and 
punishment, which it deserves ; to Thee all 
good, all praise and glory, for ever. 

Hallowed be Thy Name among the infidels. 
Make Thy Name known to the vast nations of 
gentiles and unbelievers ; send them, by the 
ministering of Thy preachers, the happy tidings 
of their redemption ; teach them the sacred 
mysteries of our faith, that they may learn how 
great and good Thou art ; spread forth the 
glory of Thy Name as far as Thou hast spread 
the race of men, that all who live endued with 
reason may live in Thee, who art the supreme 
Reason and inqreated Truth ; make them be- 
lieve what Thou hast taught, hope what Thou 
hast promised, and love what Thou command- 
est "; that all the sons of Adam may become Thy 
children and Thou their Father ; that all being 
united in that body whereof Thou art Head, 
Thy Church may be of the same extension with 
the earth, and so Thy Name be blessed and 
L 



1 62 PARAPHRASE OF THE 

sanctified by all and to the utmost confines of 
the world. 

Hallowed be Thy Name in Thy Church 
militant here on earth ; make us who are right 
believers holy livers, give us such a saintly piety 
towards Thee, so uncontrolled a justice to our 
neighbour, and so strict a temperance in our- 
selves, that both heathens and heretics who view 
our conversation may observe as great a dif- 
ference between our lives and theirs as is be- 
tween their faith and ours, and is between their 
gods and Thee ; that in our lives they may read 
the Gospel, and from our actions pick out 
the doctrine Thou hast taught, and finding in 
our virtues so much more than man, they may 
acknowledge them undoubtedly to be Thy works 
in us, and so with admiration praise, bless, 
and glorify Thy Name as the true and only 
God. 

Hallowed be Thy Name in me and in my ac- 
tions. Permit me not to forget myself so far as 
to give ill example and prove a scandal to my 
neighbour, but take from me the conversation 
of old Adam, and endue me with that of Christ, 
that I may not bear in vain the name of Chris- 
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tian, but so exactly conform my life to His that 
those who are ignorant of His may read it in 
mine. Make me a perfect spectacle in humility 
— the pattern of patience, the example of charity, 
the image of sanctity, and mirror of all Christian 
virtue, that those who see my actions may be 
edified in my life, and acknowledge Thy handi- 
work in me ; that confessing it to be the finger 
of the Holy Ghost and Thy conquering grace, 
which works so strange effects in an unworthy 
subject, may sanctify, adore, and praise Thy 
Name in all times and moments of their life. 



PETITION II. 

Adveniat regnum Tuutn. 

Thy kingdom come. Not that wherein Thou 
hast reigned for ever in Thyself, and ever shalt, 
for that being eternal can neither begin nor cease 
to be; but let Thy kingdom come whereby 
Thou spiritually reignest on earth in the hearts 
of men. Root out the tyranny wherewith the 
devil domineers in men by sin ; destroy the 
throne of concupiscence, the sceptre of self-love ; 
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raze all other dominion from out our hearts, and 
plant therein Thy own, that we may be freed 
from slavery to others, and subject only unto 
Thee ; that we may be enfranchised from others* 
power, and serve Thee only, whose service is a 
kingdom. 

Let the kingdom of Thy Church come to all 
infidels and erring Christians, that those who 
lie enthralled under the vain tyranny of their 
false gods, and such as follow the conduct of 
their erring reason before Thy faith, may be 
drawn into the kingdom of Thy Church, be 
made one flock under Thee, the only true Pastor 
of our souls, and one kingdom under Thee, the 
only true King of Israel ; where they may obey 
those laws Thy wisdom dictates to the world, 
and those statutes Thy Holy Spirit inspires the 
Church withal, and none else ; where they may 
be taught all saving truths, protected from all 
enemies, governed in the way of life, and finally 
brought to that happy kingdom which consists 
in a rich and plenteous peace, where Thou art 
all in all for all eternity. 

Let Thy kingdom come upon the hierarchy 
of the Church more fully than hitherto ; let the 
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Holy Ghost, the soul of the great body, give 
life and motion to every part and member of it, 
to govern and direct its motions, that they be 
never made but how, when, and where Thou 
wilt ; so reign in the supreme Pastor as to 
make him a perfect imitation of our Saviour 
Christ, whose place he bears, that he may seek 
no honour but only Thine, nor no riches besides 
the increase of souls to Thee ; so reign in all 
Bishops, the princes of Thy Church, in all 
inferior prelates and pastors of Thy people, as 
to make them not please themselves, but Thee ; 
unite them so in doctrine and in love that they 
all unanimously conspire both with hearts and 
tongues to exalt Thy kingdom in the exterior 
peace and discipline of their flock ; so reign in 
Thy people's hearts that they may readily sub- 
mit to what their pastors teach, and fervently 
perform what they exhort them to, that all and 
every one in that degree where Thou hast placed 
them may, like a well-joined body at the soul's 
direction, move with united hearts which way 
and how the Spirit guides. 

Thy kingdom come into my soul. Be Thou 
sole lord and master of my heart ; let not self- 
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love, concupiscence, and pride reign in me or 
share in the dominion ; but take* me entirely 
into Thy government, make me wholly Thine ; 
so sway my fancy, my judgment, and my reason 
that no discourse, no opinion, no thought may 
arise within me till Thou command and bid it 
move. So reign within my will that none of its 
resolves, desires, or inclinations may swerve 
from or prevent — but still expect and follow — 
Thy decrees. Bring all my passions to such 
subjection that they sleep till Thou com- 
mandest to rise, and then awaking, move so 
much only and as Thou pleases t. Hold, finally, 
such a strict command on my whole man that 
all my senses and inferior parts may punctually 
obey those precepts which reason gives, and 
reason in all be perfectly subject unto Thee ; 
that so Thou, who art the Prince of Peace, and 
delightest therein, mayst, through a peaceful 
harmony of all my powers, make my soul Thy 
kingdom, and reign there in firm possession 
for eternity. 
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PETITION III. 
Fiat voluntas Tua sicvt in ccelo et in terra. 

Thy will be done in earth as it is in heaven. 
That will which is essentially Thyself — Thy 
absolute will — ^is always done ; nor is there 
any power in heaven or earth so great, no 
malice in earth or hell is so perverse, that it 
can resist what Thou wilt have ; because Thy 
will is equal to Thy power — yea, it is the same 
— and Thy power is in all omnipotent ; where- 
fore I beg not to have this will performed which 
can never fail, but humbly yield a cordial 
and full consent to its decrees. Whatsoever, 
therefore. Thy inflexible will hath from eternity 
ordained {i,e, all which through the whole ex- 
tent of time falls out), let that be done ; I give my 
free consent. If Thou wilt have the world turned 
upside down, whole kingdoms dissolved, nations 
laid waste, and people destroyed with sword 
and famine, Thy will be done. If Thou will 
have Thy Church overrun with heresy, rent with 
schisms, and o'erspread with false and sinful 
Catholics, Thy will be done. If Thou wilt 
have those friends who are dearest to me— 
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those whom I love and who love me — to be- 
come the woeful examples of human misery so 
long and to such a height till — oppressed with 
all such calamities man can suffer, and worn 
out with torments — they beg for death, but are 
denied, Thy will be done. If Thou wilt have 
me become the sink of all diseases till, covered 
with rottenness and all deformity, my presence 
Strikes a horror to all that see me ; if Thou 
wilt have me brought to rags and beggary, to 
be the object of all men's injuries and the 
subject of their laughter, to be made the con- 
tempt of those I have obliged and the scorn of 
those I love, — Thy will be done, not mine ; or, 
rather. Thy will is or shall be mine. Work in 
me, with me, by me, whatever Thou please in 
time or in eternity. Paraium cor meum, Deusj 
paratum cor meum. 

Thy will be done — Thy declared and mani- 
fested will. That is the expression of Thy 
will to us which consists in what Thou com- 
mandest and our Saviour taught; for this, 
though commanded, none can do unless Thou 
g've the power, the will, and the work itself. 
This will be done; fulfil this in us; make 
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this to be performed in the earthy hearts of 
all extern people, as it is in the heaven of 
Thy Church ; give them that faith which our 
Saviour brought from the bosom of His Eternal 
Father, and His Apostles preached through all 
the earth. Bring them to the sacred font of 
Baptism, that as Thy celestial commands and 
doctrine are accomplished in us who are Thy 
Church, so it may be in them who yet are 
capable of nothing but what is worldly ^nd 
terrene. Thy will be done in earth by all Thy 
servants, as it is in heaven by all Thy Saints. 
Thy will is our justification, our perfection, our 
sanctification. Justify, therefore; perfect and 
sanctify us all ; make us perform exactly what 
Thou commandest and what our Saviour Christ 
hath taught and practised ; make us perfect 
performers of Thy will ; make us in conversa- 
tion humble, and firm in faith ; give us an 
unfeigned meekness in our words and conver- 
sation, justice and mercy in our deeds ; make 
us still ready to suffer injuries, but never to do 
any ; replenish us with peace to all our neigh- 
bours and with love to Thee. This is Thy 
precept, this is Thy will declared to us, and 
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this our duty in obedience unto Thee ; make 
us perform it here on earth, as Thy Saints and 
Angels perform their duties and Thy will in 
heaven. 

Thy will be done in the earth of my inferior 
part, as it is in the heaven of the interior ; that 
as Thou hast already brought my spirit to desire 
and love Thy law, to delight in goodness and 
virtuous deeds, so Thou wouldst also bring my 
flesh ; appease those continual combats and evil 
broils within me, where the spirit fights against 
the flesh and the flesh against the spirit ; by rea- 
son whereof, having two repugnant laws within 
me, I struggle with myself, and neither do what 
fain I would, nor would I do what I do. Allay 
this tumult, I beseech Thee, and suppress this 
war, that, as Thy grace hath already wrought 
my spirit to that happy state as to love Thy 
law and embrace Thy will, so it will work and 
mould my sense, or inferior part, that both 
may jointly, in a peaceful union, conspire in 
an exact performance of all Thy wills both now 
and for eternity. 
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PETITION IV. 

Pattern nostrum quotidianum da nobis hodie. 

Give us this day our daily food and clothing ; 
Thou art the master of this great family, the 
world. The Angels and glorified Saints are of 
Thy household, who feed continually on the 
Bread of life at Thy celestial table ; we are 
only beggars, who crave at the gate of Thy 
mercy a daily alms to sustain a needy life. 
Our poverty is as great as our dependence is 
on Thee, for we have nothing but what Thou 
givest ; give us, then, our necessary food, our 
necessary clothing. We ask not dainties to 
pamper our flesh into rebellion, nor curious nor 
rich attire, more fit to show our pride than 
hide our shame, but what of each is needful to 
maintain that life and cover that body Thou 
hast given us. We desire not riches, yet beg 
to be delivered from pining poverty ; for as 
that is apt to swell us into pride, so this may 
thrust us upon unjust and base designs; but 
give us that equal mean which may both mind 
us of our wants and teach us of whom to ask. 
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Give US this day our daily food ; give us this 
day our daily clothing. 

Give us this day our daily bread of doctrine, 
on which our understanding may feed and 
satiate itself, without which it pines away ; 
furnish us with zealous pastors, who in fit 
season will not fail to deliver us that divine 
doctrine our Saviour brought from heaven and 
the Apostles taught the world, lest the com- 
plaint be verified in us, * The little ones cried 
for bread, and none was found to distribute it 
to them ;* and what Thy preachers teach ex- 
teriorly to our ears give us interiorly into our 
hearts, that we may both feed equally on Thy 
Word, for want of which all unbelievers starve 
eternally, with which we live in Thee the life 
of faith. If Thou withdraw this from us, we 
cease to live ; as long as Thou givest it, we 
cannot die. Give it us, therefore, daily, that 
we may have a daily life ; give it us daily, that 
we may never die. 

Give us this day our daily Bread of life — 
the sacred Body of our Saviour Christ — which 
is so properly and truly ours that none of the 
heathenish nations know it, and the heretics 
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of our days are so far from claiming that they 
believe it not. This Bread is only ours who 
are living members of our Saviour's Body, 
united to Him by faith, and living by charity ; 
the only life of our soul, and soul of our 
spiritual life. Confirm, then, and increase 
this union of faith within us — this life of 
charity — that so this Bread may still be 
ours ; that though we receive it not daily into 
our bodies sensibly, we may do it spiritually 
into our souls. Give us this daily Bread 
of ours ; for without it we faint, we starve, 
we die. 

Give us this day our daily bread of grace, 
that bread of souls which nourisheth, strength- 
ens, and fattens them. We beg not that still 
and flexible grace given to man in his first 
creation, which waited on his will and moved 
it not, but was moved by it ; which was so 
needful that without it he could do nothing 
well, yet so dependent on his will that it only 
assisted when he would use it, but gave him 
not the will, nor determined it to the work. 

But the bread of grace which we ask is the 
bread of Christ, purchased with His life upon 
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the Cross ; that quickening and active grace, 
so powerful and so sweet that, being inspired 
into human breasts, it converts the most per- 
verse and mollifies the hardest heart ; which, 
by preventing, gives us the will, and by assist- 
ing us, the work ; which of evil wills makes 
good, of unwilling makes willing minds, and 
when unable enables us to virtue. Give us 
that grace which illuminates the understanding 
and inflames our will ; which makes all sin 
seem bitter, and renders the yoke of Thy 
commandments sweet and their burden light ; 
which makes us hate all vice and love Thy 
law ; to which we owe the escaping all those 
evils we commit not and the performance of 
all the good we do. 

Give us this day that powerful and conquer- 
ing grace which no hard heart resists (it being 
principally given to mollify its hardness), but 
bears down before it, like a torrent, all oppo- 
sition, and works infallibly the effects for which 
it is given. This bread we know Thou givest 
for no desert of ours, but gratis and boun- 
teously, because Thou pleasest ; nor givest 
Thou it equally or indifferently to all, but to 
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whom, when, and how much Thou wilt. Thou 
raisest us from misery, governest us in felicity, 
and drawest us with a sweetness so delightful, 
that we will not, and therefore so powerful that 
we cannot, make resistance. Give us this day 
that grace which cures the infirm of mind, 
excites the sluggish, and assists the willing ; 
with which we do all things well, without it, 
nothing ; which sows good thoughts within us, 
plants good desires, changes our affections, 
strengthens us to the work, and upholds us to 
perseverance. 

Give us this day our daily bread, this bread 
of grace, as it is needful to all good works, so 
likewise in all times and seasons, all days and 
moments : give us, therefore, this day our daily 
bread ; give us this hour our hourly bread, this 
moment our momentary bread ; for when Thou 
leavest to give it we cannot leave to sin. When 
Thou leavest to give it we can do nothing well ; 
we cannot pray, we cannot think one thought 
that tends to life. Seeing, therefore. Thou in- 
spirest us with these good desires, and fillest 
our hearts with prayer, feast us continually with 
this bread of grace, that our petitions may 
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obtain a grant and our desires be accomplished 
in works of virtue. 



PETITION V. 

Dimitte nobis debita nosirat stent et nos dimittimus 
debitoribus nostris. 

Our debts to Thee are of a double nature, 
both great and far exceeding pur ability to pay ; 
we are deeply indebted to Thy goodness ; wc 
are deeply indebted to Thy justice. To Thy 
goodness we owe our being and all we are ; to 
it we owe all benefits of nature, of fortune, and 
of grace ; whatsoever good we have of body or 
of mind, born with us or attained by industry 
and education, we have received it gratis by 
Thy goodness ; whatsoever goods of fortune we 
possess or use are the sole issue of Thy boun- 
teous hand ; whatsoever we have received of 
grace through all the moments of our life, 
whatsoever good we do and evils we avoid,, are 
Thy works, not our own ; so that the merits of 
our life are all Thy gifts, and as we grow in 
virtue and in goodness, so our debts increase. 
For all which we owe Thee a gratitude as great 
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as are Thy gifts ; but, being unable to pay the 
least, we beg remission. Forgive us, therefore, 
these debts we owe Thy goodness, or give us 
wherewithal to pay, for of ourselves we have 
nothing. 

Forgive us the debts we owe unto Thy jus- 
tice, that is, our trespasses and our offences, 
for which we must pay an eternal suffering, 
unless Thy mercy, by pardoning, prevent so 
hard a doom. Forgive, then, first those trai- 
torous offences, those horrid crimes, which aim 
directly at Thy sacred majesty and are styled 
offences against our God. Forgive us those 
many injuries by which we wrong our neigh- 
bours ; those acts of high injustice whereby we 
do to others what willingly we would not re- 
ceive from them. Forgive us also those in- 
numerable sins which concern ourselves alone, 
whose malice consumes itself in corrupting our 
bodies or defiling our minds. Pardon all our 
evil and sinful works, such as are contrary to Thy 
law ; pardon our hurtful and offensive words, 
wherein our tongue offends almost as often as 
it moves, that is, as often as it speaks not tend- 
ing to Thy honour, to the edifying of our neigh- 
M 
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bour, or for our own necessity. Pardon, finally, 
that innumerable multitude of idle and evil 
thoughts in which we waste away the greatest 
part of life ; for whatsoever in thought, word, 
or action is not acceptable to Thee nor deserves 
reward is offensive, and liable to punishment, 
and therefore the object of Thy pardon. 

Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them 
that trespass against us. We know it were 
high presumption and a vain pretence to ask 
Thy pardon for so many and so heinous faults 
without pardoning others a few and small ones ; 
wherefore lest, instead of obtaining pardon, we 
incense Thy anger and increase our crimes, 
behold, we have prepared ourselves by forgiving 
all those trespasses wherewith our neighbours 
seem to have offended us ; we pardon them 
from our hearts, and show it in our acts and 
conversation ; and therefore covenant with 
Thee to pardon us as we have pardoned them. 
As we forgive them all wherein we have ever 
been offended, so forgive us. 

Yet if our rebellious hearts retain some relics 
of dislike against those persons who have of- 
fended us, deal not with us according to our 
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frailties, but Thy mercies. Neither frame the 
model of Thy gift by ours ; but, as Thou ex- 
ceedest us infinitely in all other good, surpass 
us likewise in this. Wherefore, as Thou hast 
already given us the grace to pardon others, so 
give us now the grace to pard-on us ; as Thou 
hast prepared our hearts to ask and to receive 
by that lesser benefit (yet great and ample in 
itself), so accompUsh Thy gift by granting this, 
which exceeds the other as far as our offences 
against Thee exceed in weight and number our 
neighbours' against us, or as far as Thou ex- 
cellest Thy creatures in dignity and worth. 



PETITION VI. 
Et ne nos inducas in tentationem. 

All things created are our temptations, and 
serve either to exercise our virtue for future 
glory or to occasion our fall to future punish- 
ment. If we use them rightly for that end 
they are ordained by Thee, we practise vir- 
tue by them, and they serve us for as many 
steps to climb to heaven, and raise our souls to 
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Thee ; but if we enjoy them and love them for 
themselves, they serve as stairs down which we 
descend to eternal ruin. Thy providence hath 
scored out our ways, and designed each several 
step we are to tread from the cradle to our 
grave ; Thou leadest us through all the hours 
and moments of our age, through those created 
things and all those circumstances which in 
that course of time any way concern us. All 
these are our temptations. If, as Thou leadest 
us on, we are mercifully furnished with the 
wings of love and borne up with Thy strong 
hand, we tread but lightly on Thy creatures 
and use them only for our need, but sink not 
so deep into them with our affections as to love 
and enjoy them for themselves. Then it is 
that Thou leadest us through the multitude of 
these temptations, or rather carriest us over 
them, to eternal happiness. Thou leadest not 
into them. But if, as Thou guidest us along 
this path designed, Thou justly at any time with- 
holdest Thy grace, which only is of power to 
bear us up, the weight of our concupiscence 
sinks our affections so deep into these creatures 
through which we pass, that our souls cleave to 
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them, by delight enjoy and love them for them- 
selves ; which is to enter into temptation, to 
fall and sin therein. Lead us not, therefore, 
we beseech Thee, into these temptations to 
death, but lead us through or over them to life. 
Lead us not into temptation of the flesh, so 
as to reap sensual delights from those sensible 
creatures Thou hast given us, to feed, clothe, 
cure, preserve, and furnish us to Thee ; but 
lead us so through them as we may only use 
them as is necessary to those ends, and for 
that motive only for which Thou hast made 
and lent them us. Lead us not into temptation 
of curiosity and unconcerning knowledge, that 
as we walk those steps Thou hast ordained wc 
may not turn our eye to pry into Thy creatures 
and their actions, that we may not hearken 
after, inquire, examine what others say, intend, 
or do ; nor study the reasons or causes of any- 
thing whose knowledge concerns us not, nor 
furthers us to a speedier and safer passage to 
salvation. But keep our eye still fixed on Thee, 
who art the pole-star to direct our course ; 
make our ear stand open to receive Thy pre- 
cepts and hear Thy inspirations ; so work 
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within us that our tongue may still be employed 
in begging and our heart in longing for the 
perpetual assistance of Thy all-working grace, 
which when it fails to do we instantly fall into 
temptation and sin ; whilst it assists we escape 
the danger and follow Thy conduct to happy 
eternity. Lead us not into the temptation of 
pride, that as we trace those steps the hand of 
Thy divine providence hath chalked out we 
may not court the applause of creatures, nor 
desire esteem ; that we may not seek for honour 
where our conscience, well discussed, assures 
us none is due ; and when We find it due to 
anything in us, or act of ours, not arrogantly 
assume it to ourselves, but refer it totally to 
Thee, who givest us what we have, and workest 
in us, and by us, the good we do. Make us not 
fear to offend, nor ambitious to please, any one 
besides Thyself. Let us not yield to that vain 
itch of glory which tickles so continually our 
mind that it corrupts the greatest part and 
stains the best of all our actions. Make us not 
desire to seem what we are not, but really ta 
be what we ought and Thou commandest. 
Make us willing to appear, both to ourselves 
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and others, in the rags, the poverty, and no- 
thing which is our own, that nothing of praise 
and glory may be attributed to us, but all to 
Thee, who art sole Author and Worker of all 
that is good. 



PETITION VII. 

Sed libera nos a malo. 

But deliver us from evil. That evil which 
is the cause of all evil : from that infected root, 
from that poisoned source of sin, concupis- 
cence — ^the daughter of Adam's sin and mother 
of all ours ; from that law of the flesh, that law 
of sin and death, which keeps our inferior part 
in a slavish subjection, and in a sort commands 
our will to sin. Deliver us from this provoca- 
tive to sin, from this love, this desire of created 
things which with an unsupportable tyranny 
enthrals all human nature and draws in the 
chains of pleasure to perdition. Deliver us from 
this carnal prudence, from this necessitating 
custom and proneness to all evil, from this old 
man of sin, traduced from Adam and born 
with us, from this deep and deformed scar 
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which sin hath ignominiously ptintcd on our 
souls. Deliver us from this love of transitory 
things, from this love of creatures, from self- 
love. Deliver us from these fetters of concu- 
piscence, these chains and bonds of death, from 
this body of death which so oppresseth nature, 
that we live no other than a dying life, or rather 
die perpetually a living death. Deliver us from 
these raging storms of contrary passions which 
rend our souls in pieces, through which so many 
thousands suffer shipwreck. Deliver us from 
these insatiable desires of enjoying created 
things, from this devouring gulf, from the gates 
of hell. 

Deliver us from the evil of ignorance or 
blindness of understanding, which reigns so 
generally through human kind, as being one of 
the effects of concupiscence and punishments of 
sin, one of those deep and deadly wounds which 
our first parents' transgression inflicted on us. 
Deliver us from that natural blindness in which 
we are born, and still must live in unless Thou 
cure it, from that darkness which shadows the 
face of this our earth ; from these shades of 
death and night of ignorance and errors through 
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which we grope an unknown way, now em- 
bracing evil instead of good, and then eschew- 
ing good for evil. And so deliver us that neither 
ignorance may dull, nor error so make drunk 
our souls, that we may become neither able nor 
willing to learn those truths which we are 
taught, since neither the one nor the other can 
excuse from offending Thee. DeUver us from 
that darkness which obscures our conscience, so 
that we cannot see the number and greatness 
of our offences past, nor the dangers which 
hang over us for the time to come ; through 
which we cannot see the bottom of our misery 
nor depth of our defects, how far we are from 
being what we ought, how far from virtue, how 
far from Thee. 

Deliver us from the evil of difficulty in our 
wills, which hardens our hearts to good, which 
makes us deaf to all Thy supplications, and 
without sense or gust to Thy commands. Take 
from us this heart of stone which sin hath here 
engendered, and custom still increases and con- 
firms, which resists Thy inspirations, rejects 
Thy counsels, and contemns Thy law. Dissolve 
these chains of hard necessity, and free us from 
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that thraldom our wills have made unto them- 
selves, that we may be no longer tied to that 
cruel servitude of sin which holds the affections 
of our souls in chains, but being enfranchised 
by Thy preventing grace, and led on through 
the blessings of Thy sweetness, we may enjoy 
the liberty of Saints ; and whilst in a happy 
freedom we are subject to Thee alone, we may 
perform our duties, fulfil all Thy wills, and 
praise Thy Name with jubilee of heart for ever- 
more. 

Deliver us here on earth from that deep de- 
gree of evil, where, when we are ingulfed, we 
follow without remorse, yea with delight, all 
objects of our senses and motions of self-love. 
We then deem misery our greatest happiness, 
and judge it our felicity to have free scope to 
follow our desires and infringe Thy law. De- 
liver us from the second and lesser misery, 
wherein we see the evils we commit and know 
what our duties are, yet through the strength of 
our concupiscence and violence of evil customs 
are borne down headlong to what our spirit 
hates, and dragged through an unwilling will- 
ingness from what we love. 
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. Deliver us from this oppressing tyranny, that 
we may combat the evils we dislike, and through 
a daily victory over them embrace the good we 
love, that we may fight and conquer, conquer 
and be crowned. 

And when this warfare ends together with 
our lives, deliver us from that sea of evils — hell ; 
to which all other evils lead, and which en- 
slaves us to this and all evils else eternally. 
Deliver us, then, wholly from this evil, this 
enemy, that we may for all eternity neither fol- 
low it with delight, be hailed to it with reluct- 
ance, nor vexed with its continual strife ; but 
that we may enjoy a full security in bliss and 
endless peace with Thee in heaven, to which no 
enemy, no disturbance, nor evil can approach ; 
where all conquerors shall be kings, and reign 
with Thee in the fulness of felicity for evermore. 



MEDITATIONS 

ON THE 

BLESSED SACRAMENT. 



MEDITATION I. 

IT IS OUR FATHER. 

Surgam et ibo ad Patretn meum. 
' I will arise and will go to my Father.* 

Consider first : That in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment He is contained who is our Father by 
creation, having created our souls of nothing ; 
our Father by redemption, having bought us 
from bondage with the price of His precious 
Blood ; our Father by adoption, having adopted 
us for His children, and made us heirs to 
eternal happiness. The same who taught us 
frequently to call Him Father in the Pater 
Noster, and forbade us to call fathers upon 
earth ; for He alone really is, and desires to be 
esteemed, our Father, in a degree far above 
that which is found on earth. 
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Consider secondly : That you, like the pro- 
digal child, having free will and use of reason, 
have left this Father and wandered into a far 
region of sin and negligence ; spent there your 
time in rioting amongst creatures, in pleasing 
sensuality and passions, so long till you have 
consumed your substance, blinded your under- 
standing, weakened your will, made passion 
superior and reason -subject ; till you have lost 
your garment of grace, spent all your provision 
of virtue, and tied yourself to ill customs, 
through which, by a certain necessity, you are 
forced to live in misery and affliction. 

Consider thirdly : That this our Father, to 
prevent our backwardness in seeking Him, 
hath lodged Himself in the ordinary form of 
bread, to be found whensoever we ourselves 
will come. If we will return with sorrow and 
love, and say from our hearts, * Father, I have 
sinned before heaven and Thee,* He will 
entertain us with an embrace which will blot 
out the memory of our former misery. If we 
cast ourselves into His arms. He will again 
invest us with His grace, enlighten our reason, 
strengthen our will, curb our passions, furnish 
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US with all variety of virtues, and bring us to 
the banquet of a serene conscience in this life, 
and of eternal beatitude in the future. 



MEDITATION II. 

IT IS OUR SPOUSE. 

Ecce Sponsus venit; exite ohviam Ei, 
' Behold the Spouse cometh ; go forth to meet Him. 

Consider first : That in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment is contained the Spouse of your soul, to 
whom you were in Baptism espoused before 
yourself had reason to make your choice ; and 
since more particularly in your profession, 
where you forsook all for Him, where you gave 
Him all you had or could have — your body, 
your will, your whole self; for whom alone 
you are to live, whom alone you should love 
and seek to please, and whom you hope to 
enjoy. This is He of whom your soul should 
say, Dilectus mens mihi et ego Illi, — * My Be- 
loved to me and I to Him.' This is He who 
speaks to you, 'Arise, make haste. My love, 
My dove. My beautiful one, and come.' 
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Consider sccofidly : That this is the same 
Spouse of your soul who speaks so often in 
your heart, sometimes by way of gentle repre- 
hensions for your neglects, other times by 
intimating His will unto you. One while He 
encourageth your pusillanimity, another while 
abateth your presumption* Who now cherish- 
eth with His favours, then hardeneth with 
sufferings ; who knocks and then goes by, yet 
returns again and draws your soul in the odour 
of His ointments. 

Consider thirdly : That this your Spouse, 
being clothed in the wedding-garment of His 
humanity, shadowed under the sign of bread, 
descends from His royal throne to your em- 
bracements. His delight is to be with you, in 
you, and you in Him. He desires to be joined 
to you with the strictest union that can be 
invented, and therefore hath put Himself into 
that form in which He may conveniently enter 
and come near into your heart, there to take 
possession of your soul, there to celebrate those 
nuptial rites which pass in the union of a soul to 
God, of God unto a soul, such as none can speak 
but those who by experience have found. 
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MEDITATION III. 

IT IS OUR FRIEND. 

Comedite, amici^ et bibite, et inebriamini, carissimi, 
' Eat, My friends, and drink, and be inebriated, My 

dearest.' 

Consider first : That in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment He is really contained who, though God 
equal to His Eternal Father, became man that 
He might contract an entire league of friendship 
with man. The same who lived familiarly so 
many years with ourBlessed Lady and St. Joseph ; 
who conversed so friendly with His twelve 
Apostles and other disciples that He would not 
call them His servants but His friends and 
brethren ; who through tenderness of love wept 
at the death of His beloved Lazarus, and at the 
remembrance of the future ruin of Jerusalem 
and its inhabitants ; who used St. John as His 
particular friend ; and of whom it is said that 
whom He loved in this world He loved even to 
the last. 

Consider secondly : That it is the same who 
through love made of nothing all you are and 
can or shall be ; who gave you your first being, 
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and still conserves it ; who gives you all the 
good you have of nature, education, fortune, or 
grace, of soul and body ; who preserves you so 
often from evil, forgives you your sins, which 
ungratefully you daily commit against Him ; 
who hath brought you to the true faith, chosen 
you amongst thousands to religion to be His 
spouse, and will not cease till He hath brought 
you to enjoy His presence eternally in bliss, un- 
less yourself do wilfully resist. 

Consider thirdly : That of all the comforts 
this world can afford, a powerful, cordial, and 
constant friend is the greatest. Yours, found 
in the Blessed Sacrament, is omnipotent. He 
is immutable. He is so true-hearted as to 
spend His life for you. In testimony of which 
friendship He inviteth you to this banquet, the 
dainty of dainties, which the angels desire to 
gaze on, but have not the happiness to taste, to 
wit. His own precious Body and Blood, thereby 
to satiate your love and satisfy His own ; thereby 
to knit that bond of friendship which neither 
fire nor sword, dangers nor death, time nor 
eternity, may ever untie again. 
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MEDITATION IV. 

IT IS OITR PHYSICIAN. 

Ego veniam et curabo eum, 
* I wiU come and core him.' 

Consider first : That in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment He is contained who was sent from the 
bosom of God the Father to cure the infirmities 
and manifold diseases of men. The same who 
cured the centurion's servant of a palsy, the 
woman of an issue of blood by a touch of His 
garment, and the poor lame man, who had lain 
by the pool's side so many years for want of 
help to go into the water. The same who 
cured so many blind, so many leprous, so many 
lame ; who cast out devils from divers and 
raised others from death to life ; who freed 
St. Mary Magdalen, St. Matthew, Zachseus, and 
thousands of others from sin. 

Consider secondly : That this is He who, out 
of His excessive love to man, took on Him all 
our infirmities, all our pains and languors ; who 
tried in Himself all His cures, thereby to make 
them more efficacious for us. He fasted, sweat 
water and blood, drank vinegar and gall, and 
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let Himself bleed even to the last drop. He 
took our infirmities of nature and sickness in 
His Passion, where He had no part free from 
smart and suffering. He took on Himself our 
infirmities of sin, to suffer and satisfy for and 
thereby free us, who otherwise must have suf- 
fered for them eternally. 

Consider thirdly : That, above all this, He 
hath provided for us a sovereign medicine, com- 
pounded of His most precious Body and Blood, 
to cure the infirmities of our souls. We are all 
sick, even unto death, through the number and 
greatness of our maladies. We are blind in the 
knowledge of ourselves, deaf to good, dumb in 
the praises of Almighty God, and lame in good 
works. We are shaken with the palsy of pas- 
sions, possessed with the devil of pride, and all 
over infected with the leprosy of. sin. No hope 
for remedy but by this Physician ; no hope for 
cure but by this Physic. Our Physician is our 
Physic. He gives us Himself to cure us ; which, 
if we dispose ourselves as is convenient, being 
taken well, will free us from all diseases past 
and present, and preserve us from all to come. 
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MEDITATION V. 

IT IS THE FOOD OF OUR SOUL. 

Ego sum pants vivus, qui de ccelo descendi. 
' I am the living Bread, which descended from 

heaven.' 

Consider first : That the Blessed Sacrament 
is that food which was foretold by the Prophets, 
eaten by the Apostles, and made by our Saviour 
Christ, who distributed it among them at His 
last supper. It is that which is called by David 
the bread of heaven, the food of angels ; by the 
prophet Isaias a banquet of fatness ; by Zachary 
bread of the elect.' It was prefigured by the 
oblation of Melchisedech in bread and wine ; 
by the inmiaculate Paschal lamb ; by the manna 
showered down from heaven in the desert for 
the Israelites' food ; and by the loaves mul- 
tiplied by our Saviour to feed the people. 

Consider secondly : That it is truly the bread 
of life. For it is the Body of our Saviour 
Christ, who is life itself, and it gives life to the 
dead, and augments it when it decays. For if 
He, in mortal flesh, could with a word or touch 
raise dead to life and cure all maladies, much 
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more now, when His Body, being glorified, is 
received within us. It is truly the bread of 
sweetness, for here spiritual sweetness is tasted 
in its fountain, our Saviour Christ, who is the 
joy of angels, the essential beatitude, the sweet- 
ness and delight of the whole court of heaven. 
It is truly the fountain of grace, from whence 
flow abundantly into the soul all virtues, all 
graces, all goodness. 

Consider thirdly : That what operations cor- 
poral food hath in the body this hath in our 
soul. It strengthens charity and augments it. 
It refreshetb the weariness of our soul. It al- 
layeth its hunger and thirst, and pleaseth our 
spiritual gust and appetite. Above all this, it 
mixeth, uniteth, and joineth us to our Saviour 
Christ, that it makes us nearer Him than His 
own kindred were. For His flesh and blood 
are intermingled as it were with ours, so far 
that ours do become His and His ours, so far 
that He by that means lives in us and we in 
Him. 
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MEDITATION VI. 

IT IS THE FOUNTAIN OF LIVING WATER. 

Apud Te est fans vita, 
' With Thee is the fountain of life.' 

Consider first : That this is that fountain of 
living water after which the thirsty hart (the 
swift and virtuous soul) doth long ; to which 
all that are thirsty are invited to come, and 
buy without money, to receive gratis. This is 
that water of which he that drinks shall not 
thirst eternally, but shall have within him a 
fountain of water springing up to life ever- 
lasting ; and of which our Saviour Himself cried 
out in the great solemnity at Jerusalem : ' If 
any thirst, let him come to Me and drink ; and 
rivers of living water shall flow from out his 
heart.' 

Consider secondly: That this is that fountain 
from whence did flow the living water which 
gave life to all mankind. It began to spring 
in His Circumcision, then in the Garden of 
Gethsemani, in His scourging at the pillar, in 
His crowning with thorns, and lastly on the 
Cross, where all five conduits sent in abundance 
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forth those living waters which cleanse us from 
our sins, assuage our thirst, cool our inordi- 
nate heats, and moisten our dry and barren 
souls. 

Consider thirdly: What want you have of 
these waters. You are in a pilgrimage, a long 
journey through this world to heaven, in which 
no other refreshment can be found but from 
this fountain. If, in your way, you are scorched 
with the heat of concupiscence, anger, or ambi- 
tion, these waters will cool you. If you are 
weary with combating your enemies, this foun- 
tain will refresh you, and renew your forces. 
If you are foul with sweat and dust, gotten 
with labour and often falling, this water will 
cleanse you. If you are thirsty and fainting 
with the labours of your journey, or with desire 
of your journey's end, come, drink of this foun- 
tain, and it will ease your thirst. 
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MEDITATION VII. 

HE IS THE TRUE LIGHT. 

Ego sum lux mundi, 
* I am the light of the world.' 

Consider first : That in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment is contained that light which so illumi- 
nates the heavenly Jerusalem that there is no 
need of sun nor moon, but shines in such im- 
mensive glory, without the least eclipse, that the 
felicity of Saints and Angels consists in seeing it. 
This is He who dwells in inaccessible light, 
whose splendour created understandings may 
admire and gaze at afar off; but if they look too 
near, its glory will oppress them. A glimpse of 
which light He gave His elect Apostles on 
Mount Thabbr, which little was so much that 
it struck them beyond themselves. 

Consider secondly: That here is contained 
that which illuminateth every one coming into 
this world; that which illustrates our under- 
standings to know God and ourselves, to see 
what is pleasing, what is displeasing, to Him — 
which drives the night of error from our soul, 
and enlightens it with the Sun of justice ; which 
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warms the coldness of our hearts, dries up its 
peccant humours, and mollifies its hardness ; 
which makes it fertile in good works, and en- 
richeth it with all sort of merit, and will at 
length enlighten us to the possession of itself in 
a more ample manner for all eternity. 

Consider thirdly : In what darkness you yet 
live, for not having received sufficient of this 
light, the want of which is cause of all that is 
amiss. For did we see the goodness of Al- 
mighty God we could never cease to love and 
serve Him. Did we see the defonnity of sin, 
and how hateful it is to Him, we would never 
commit it. Did we see the worth of this Blessed 
Sacrament, we should not frequent it so tepidly, 
so coldly, but with winged desires fly to the 
Light of lights, and from the profound depth of 
our hearts cry to it : O Lux beatissima, reple 
cordis intitna Tuorum fidelium, — * O most 
blessed Light, replenish the hearts who believe 
in Thee. Amen.' 



ASPIRATIONS 

TOTHB 

BLESSED VIRGIN. 



MY Lady, O Mistress of my life, help me, 

1 beseech thee. 

O Mother of my Lord and my Creator, be 
my advocate to thy Son. 

Hail, sweet Mary ; hail, sacred Virgin, chosen 
from eternity to be Mother of God ! 

Thou art the beginning of life to us, the gate 
of grace, and haven of a shipwrecked soul. 

Take me for thy servant, O Lady ; adopt me 
for thy child, O Mother. 

Repel me not, though faulty ; reject me not, 
though a sinner, O Mary. 

O happy Mary, O my most happy Lady, 
receive me now I fly unto thee. 

O Refuge of sinners, to thee I fly ; O Com- 
fort of the afflicted, to thee I hasten. 

O lovely Mother, be to me a Mother. 

O admirable Mother, show thyself a Mother. 
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O meek and faithful Virgin, implore for me 
the mercy of my Lord, thy Son. 

O glorious Lady, mounted above the stars, 
accept me for one of thine, and make me 
always love thee. 

O, how happy art thou, O sacred Virgin Mary, 
how worthy of all praise ! 

Hail, Queen of Heaven, Lady of Angels and 
of Saints ! 

Rejoice, O glorious Virgin, beautiful above all 
creatures. 

O, give me leave to love thee ; give me leave 
to praise thee, holy Virgin. 

O merciful, O pious, O sweet Virgin Mary, 
pray for me. 

O dear Advocate, cast those eyes of pity on 
us. 

O my sweetest Lady, assist me, I beseech 
thee, at the hour of my death. 

Sweet Mother of my Redeemer, present my 
soul unto thy Son as soon as I am dead. 

Thou art exalted, O holy Mother of God, 
above the choirs of angels; draw my heart unto 
thee. 



APPENDIX. 



It has been suggested that some expressions of 
Father Johnson's humility might be thought to 
favour the proposition of Baius, which was 
condemned, that * free-will, without the help of 
God's grace, can do nothing but sin.' Now, 
though one who composes prayers for the use 
of others ought to observe theological accuracy, 
yet an expression of humility and contrition 
has a different interpretation from a theological 
formula. Besides this, expressions very similar 
in appearance must not be rashly confounded, 
otherwise the definition of the Council of Orange 
— 'that no one has of his own anything but 
falsehood and sin' — might be thought iden- 
tical with the condemned proposition of Baius. 
(The difference is in the words de suo.) The 
explanations given by Suarez {De Gratia, lib. i. 
c. 2 1 ) of the locutions of Councils and Fathers 
will be an abundant vindication of the language 
of Father Johnson. 
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Should it be thought that he not only depre- 
ciates the power of the will unaided by grace, 
but even the effects of grace itself, I would 
observe that he everywhere magnifies its effects 
while deploring his own deficiencies. If in this 
he uses the language of exaggeration (as it may 
seem to us), yet he follows the rule of Bellarmin 
{De Justific, lib. v. cap. 7) : * It is safer to 
forget, as it were, one's past merits, and to look 
only to the mercy of God, both because no one 
can know for certain, without revelation, that he 
has real merits, or that he will persevere in them 
to the end ; and also because nothing is easier 
in this place of temptation than for pride to 
arise from the consideration of one's good 
works.' 

I will add some excellent words of Dr. Mur- 
ray, in his recent treatise De Gratia (disput. 
xii. n. 68) : 

' So great is the weakness of our nature, and 
so great our proneness to have a vain esteem 
of our own works, not only when really good, 
but when they have only an empty show of 
goodness, that our greatest and most persevering 
.effort should be, in all and each of our good 
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works — and the more so in proportion to their 
goodness — ^to consider, not their goodness, which 
is derived from God, but our own vileness and 
unworthiness by and of ourselves, and our ab- 
solute powerlessness, by ourselves, to perform 
any, even the very least, work conducive to 
salvation. This way of considering and appre- 
ciating ourselves and our works is perfectly truth- 
ful, and free from all falsehood or false judgment ; 
and it is the great and efficacious means of pre^ 
serving humility and of repressing pride and 
self-complacency. It is the means which all 
Saints have used and commended, and by the 
neglect of which sa many souls have miser- 
ably perished. . • It is this which Christ teaches 
(Lukexvii. lo) : *'When you shall have done 
all these things that are commanded you, say : 
We are unprofitable servants." * 

Yet God, the supreme Judge, looks at our 
works in a very different manner ; and will 
crown them as they are taken in their integp'ity, 
and as they proceed from His grace, and by it 
are elevated and adorned, since it was He who 
worked them in us. He who, by His Apostle 
St. James, warns us, * Be humble in the sight of 
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God/ by the same Apostle promises us, ' And 
He will exalt you* (James iv. 10). And the 
servant who, in obedience to the command of 
his Lord, esteems himself an unprofitable ser- 
vant, shall hear from his Master the sweet 
words : *Well done, good and faithful servant* 
(Matt. XXV. 23). 



THE END. 
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